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R. B, SHERIDAN, 1. 


. 


drefling you this Publication, I do not 
think it leſs proper, than I think it unneceſſary 
to mention here the Reaſons that have induced 
me to publiſh (contrary to uſual Cuſtom) a Piece 
are 0 it has been acted in London. 

s I claim no Merit from mubliſhing this 
—— [ believe I need not fear diſtintereſted 
Cenſors; and the Gentlemen Reviewers will, 
I truſt, ſhew the ſame Candor and Impartiality 
to this Piece of Mr. Beaumarchais they have 
ſhe wn before to that Part of his juſtly admir d 
Works that have been tranſlated into the Engliſh 
Nn * 

It wou d be 1 improper, and wou d not anſwer my 
Intention in addreſſing to you, Sir, the BAR BER 
of SEVIiLLE, were I to alter or retrench one or 


two Acts, as I intended, and not publiſh it in 
four as it is in the Original; that and any other 


Alteration I leave to be made (if the Piece is deſerv- 
ing his Notice) by the Author of the DusNnNA, as 
being moſt fit to correct its Faults, and more 


capable of giving it ſuch additional Merit, as will 


be ſure to entitle it to the Favour of the Public. 


A-2 1 I know 


His EvgGtxnis or the Scxoor for RAxEs, &c. 


| LTH OUGH I have | no SanRion for ad- 
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I know not why (contrary to the eſtabliſh'd 


Rule of the Drama) the Author in Spight of the 
united Clamour of the whole Houſe (when acted) 
brought out this Piece in four AQs, unleſs like 
many other Geniuſſes that will not be confin'd 
within the Limits it preſcribes, leap d its Bounds 


merely for the Sake of ſwerving from Cuſtom. 

This ingenious Author, with his Natural 
Humour, fays in his Preface, * 

made a Gfth: more. Intereſting than any of e f 


e cou'd have 


others . He there go on thus — 


In Fact no Body now is eee at 
the hiſtorical Epoche where the Piece ends 


4 humourouſly in my Hands the Quarrel began 
* to be ſerious, as'one may ſay behind the Cur- 
* tain, Sewn the Doctor and Figaro about the 


2 Hundred Piaſters; from Words they proceed 


** ed to Blows, theDefor beaten by Figaro in the 
4 cScuffle, made the Net fall which cover d the 
* Barber's Head, then was ſeen with Surpriſe 
*« the Impreſſion ek a Spatula' that had Hoe: ap- 
* plied red hot on his ſhaven Head. 


Read on I pray, Sir, © at this Sight, tho f ſore 


« with the Blows, the Doctor cries with tranſ- 
“ port: My Sn 4 Oh heavens, my Son! my 


* dear Son! but before Figaro cou d hear him, 


he had renew d boxing his F aber for? m An 
« it was him. 


© This Figaro, whe ob his 3 Family had 


„ onlyknown formerly his Mother, was a natural 


Son of Bartholo; the Doctor in his Youth had 
this Child by a Perſon then in his Service, the 


*- conſequence of her Imprudences forc d: her 
«to leave it, and ſhe became an : abandon'd Pro- 


n But 


K - = ww 


* But before ſhe with her Child left the 
„ unhappy Bartholo, who then was a Barber, 
„he mark'd his Son with a hot Spatula on 
* the Occiput, that ſhou'd Fate ſome Day 


or other make them meet, he might know 


* him again; the Mother and Child had 
* followed the honourable Buſineſs of Beggars 
* for fix Years, when a. chief with kis Gang of 
"0M Gypſies from Luc Gauric, going thro” Andaluſia 
being conſulted by the Mother on the Fate 
* of her Son, took an Opportunity to ſteal pri- 

* vately the Child, and” left in writing his , 
N Oy 


« Thy Son ſhall ſhed the Blood from Wes 
* he ſprung, | 
„ And after conquering * nn Sor 5 
Draw on himſelf the Weapon and the Crime, 
6s And by the ſtroke gain Happineſs and Honour. * 


2 In changing his Condition, without know- 
* ing it, this unhappy young Man had alſo 
* chang'd his Name againſt his Will: and was 
% brought up under that of Figaro: he livd, 
* his Mother is Marcelina become old, and is a 
* Duenna at the Doctor's, conſol'd for the Loſs 
of her Son, by the dreadful N ativity that was 
* caſt for him, but now every Thing is fulfill d. 
In bleeding Mar celina in the Foot, as is ſeen 
* or rather not ſeen in the Piece, Figaro fulkls 
the firſt Verſe. f 


5 EEE Son ſhall ſhed the Blood from whence 
2441 ſprung, | 
ce When 


* In France illegitimate Children, by the Marriage of heir 
Parents, become legitimate, | 


. 


When he innocently cuffs the Doctor after the 


Curtain! is down, the ſecond Verſe i is bel, 


N And er conqu' ring his unhappy Sire. 


40 
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And by the Stroke— 


„ At this inſtant the moſt intereſting Scene 
takes Place between the Doctor, the old Wo- 
man, and Figaro, when they know each other: 


Tis you! Tis him! Tis thee ! Tis me! what 
a Scene! But the Son in deſpair at his inno- 
cent haſty Temper melts in © Tears, and 
ſtrikes himſelf with his Razor according ta 
' the ſenſe of the third Verſe. © 


Draws on himſelf the Weapon and the Crime 


cc What a Sight ! and without explaining 
whether if with his Razor he cut his Throat 
or his Beard, it may be feen I had it in my 


Choice to finiſh, my Piece in the greateſt Pa- 


thetic ; in ſhort, the Doctor marries the old 


Woman, and Figaro according to the laſt Leſſon, 


. 


— gains Happineſs and Honour. 


&© What an Ending !” 


Without further Quotations from the Proface 
or ede e thereon, I wiſh it may, as it is, 


prove acceptable to you; and that you will believe 
mee to be, With proper Regard, 7 


Tok Ke. 
Tu PUBLISHER. 
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Count Asien a Grandee of Spain, the un- 
known Lover of Roſina, appears in the Firſt Act in a 
Satin Waiftcoat and 'Breeches, wrap'd up in a large 
Spaniſh brown Cloak; a black Hat flouch'd down 
with 4 colour'd Ribbon round the Crown. At the 
Second Act, dreſs'd as a Cavalier, with Wiſkers and 
ſhort Boots, At the Third, dreſſed as a Batchelor of 
Arts; his Hair curled round, a large Ruff round his 
Neck, Waiſtcoat, Breeches, Stockings, and Cloak 
of a Student. In the Fourth and Fifth, ſuperbly 
dreſſed in the Spaniſh Faſhion, with a rich Mantle; 3 
and over all, the large brown Cloak, in which he 
keeps himſeif wrapped up till the Fourth Act. 
Bak THOLO, a Phyſician, Guardian to Reſina; 
with a ſhort, black Coat, button'd down, a large 
Perriwig, Ruff, and Ruffles turn'd up; a black Girdle, 
and when he goes from Home a large ſcarlet Cloak. 
ERosixA, a young Lady of noble Extraction, and 
Ward to Barthold, in the Spaniſh Dreſs. 

Fi Ago, Barber in Seville, in the Dreſs of a 
Spaniſh Majo, his Head covered with a Net, a white 
Hat and colour'd Ribbon round the Crown, a Silk 
Handkerchief tied looſely round his Neck, a ſhort 
Waiſtcoat and Breeches, with Buttons wad Button- 
holes fringed with Silver, a large Girdle, his Garters 
tied round the Leg with Taſſels hanging down, a fleſh 
colour'd Waiſtcoat lapelled, the ſame Colour of the 


under — white Stockin gs, and grey 5 
Don 


— 
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Don BazilE, Organiſt and Singing Maſter to 
Rojina ; with a black Hat ſlouch'd down, a Caſſock 
and long Cloak, without Ruff or Ruffles. 

YouTHeU er; an old Nomeftic of Barghols. 

SPRIGHTLY, another” Servant of © Barthols, a filly 
ſleepy Fellow; both dreſs'd as Galicans, all their 
Hair tied in a Queue, \fleſh-colour'd, under Waiſt- 
coaſts, large Leather Girdles with a Buckle, blue 
Waiſtcoats and Breeches, the Sleeves Got up to 
the Shoulder, tohang looſe PERL: 4 

. Nttary, or Later. 
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MF the FACED is.in r the Hog 1 Doctor Banfnο 


4 1 1 ql ? ©y x4 | * Fenn * 1 3 N 
4 891 - 4 o 4 64, $ k {4 F $ is 7 4 '# he 1 42 MH 15 
1 "a « > Fa, * 1 1 * * 9 * ; 
; „ - 0 — 0 ” 4 q MELT 1 
4 ; 
q 4 + : . 
- & > 4 — 14 as 3 * „ 1 # $. * 
7 4 —- * * =" 
: IS . — — 
4 * % * 17 : * 
q * n e 19 1 
— 
x. % 4 
* 4 * k 1 
"x , 12 2 hs ww} 4, 1 1141 _ 1 
* * 
8 ; wy 
? + OS. £ 5 % N « SS 9 + 
7 * 4 i ij. E 8 & % a 
5 ! * a 
a 2705 ' © fy * 5 0 
. 1 2 i — > f ' ? # 
: 7 
o * 4 £x 1 « 
* N . £ 1% ira AF < A g by 
* * - "| - 
x4 7 97 14 * 9 
930 * * * $3J Til "SY WY * - 44 * 
th ant 3 % - 
* pl — 1 57 
419 ** o F * 
- 4 *\& fi? 2 1 20 . 1 
T7 * 5 8 * 
* 2789 eee. — * 4 ++ FL x r — * 
Fg 4 F 9 4 Wd 3 i 4 1 444 , 
* 
* 8 4 2 1 * 
7 ” ' £ * 2 
41 . * 13 8 f «+ £1 #3 4.4 ? x3 [24 
4 "4 - ; g 
1 # 1 5 N : 5 3 ? 2 Fo Fa ie 1 " 
£ b) . 21.33 Yori K bd #482 3 U $ --- 
UE FS | | 4 8 
* 1 5528 + 1 þ -« FBS 5 OF © M2. 2 3 Ne 228 * 4 
| nn Cha # $3 $4.4 wy N 144 Nite, erer 
$14 8 N ” 5 c N. # ; * * » % wy bl * 
1 * * 4 ; * e e rf fray ln uy 37 +02 3" £ 
x # - * . 3 * e. 494 1 bi” 46.4 — TI 
* = 1 g , „ * y ; 
24.9 Wr Han r His 7h 13 1 356 4 14 
* 1 1 * 4 6 7 
, i " at 4 N 3 a * b MIR 3 
Wo 1 354. SHELL AIIEE fo 14 2. 
: > 
a be | - - , 
6 "i 2 % * 4 EZ YL ? 9 4 1 N 7 \ v4. eee 1 1 75 2 s 4 
$44 % £" ie io £5t ++ 35 „„ 2 
” "ro" r q 
* : 
„ 4 80 an % ” Y 
. * s 7 A Y fy | 1 
0 * Q » © * 
by - 


" Y ah TIT "9% a 
5 9 


CCC ̃ -m ! 


«Vf 


| 


y „ 
. 
oY — . — — ſc 
— - wY - 
— — 2 bs 2 5 
2 = —— — 4 
3 


* 
wg IE LOS — 
r e 
= - 1 


8 


_ 5 abs, 
S ˙ SSL 
l one or 


\ 
TTY * — — 1 
— — n „ "I A a hs * _— 4 F . 
* by , * - 1 - 14 
F<. 0 n a N 14 * 1 o * f + 1 Wn: 
1 / HIS BE 22 s 91 1894 1 11 : I : Tf BY 
A-2 1 : RE; | £ HK, S F L4# 3% A 
I | p N + £94110 1 
©. 4 LAS 5 } 9 l 
w 413 = 
— . 
£ . 1 
x ry x ? . ” N J 
4 T H | E «777 400 
o 3 TJ " 
; 1 A 33 ' if $ 
> 


N 


A 8 1 1 
- » ; 
SCENE, e 


\ ry f 
>, $4 


Rig a Strett in „ Seville, be all the — | S 
are ſecured with Jealouſies fl. by OY 1 1 MM 


Count ALMAVUIVA Tg dreſſed in a FEY brown 
Cloak, his Hat Jab . looks at bis W; * as be 


« walks, : : l N 4 a 3 


: 


ng 201 


AIS 1 ier 3 I e "ths More 7; I, 
not yet come in which ſhe uſually appears 
at the Jealouſie; no matter, better wait 
Half the Day, then be one Inſtant too late for ſuch a 
Sight; could any of my gay Companions take a 
View of me here an hundred Leagues from Madrid 
cooling my Heels under the Window of a Woman 
to. whom I have never ſpoke a ſingle Word, they 
wou'd. think me transform'd into a Spaniard of Queen 
| Tſabella's reign, and why not? Every one ſeeks his 
own Happineſs, and mine is 'center'd in Rofima's 
Boſom. But hold, let me reaſon this Affair a little 
with myſelf ; how. comes. it to .paſs that for one | 
Woman I have _ all the Wey to Seville 5 


While 


N ee — — 
—— 5 = ome Coins ig — a — - — — 
— — . — —ĩ— — — = — m — — 
* 8 9 * 5 1 | 


gi: r 


„K.! ͤ„ „ 


While by ſtaying at Madrid 1 had my choice of an 
Hundred ? Faith, it is even that Plenty which I fly 


from, I am tired with the Conqueſts which conve- 


nience, Intereſt or Vanity daily offer; Oh how 
ſweet, how exquiſite the Pleaſure of being lov'd for 


oneſelf ; if under this Diſguiſe it be poſſible to arrive 


at ſuch Nen |——the Devil take this Intruder. 
dS IL he ; eum ee 2 . 


* 3, 
1 N 
* * 


s e E N A II. 


Enter Fie ARO, bis Guitar Hung on his Back by re 


Ribbon, hums 2 Tune merrily; a Paper and Pencil in 
his hand. 7 715 


2 


Sone is IR. by Fi0azo. 


3 why = hea THIN 7 
Cat. away thy Sighs and whining 

Is't for Love. 2 Daphne! ? ye | 

Rather to the buxom Lass 

Let us fill this brimming Glaſs, 

| —Sorrow is is Confouf ed dry. 


So a is not bad -Hem ! | Hem ! Tol Fol. 


bet 285 ain 
IC » Lows and Labinefs ab n 7 N 


Bott conteſting for my tara 


1 5 


j 
n 281 901 687775 


- Oh neg they don't concet for my Hear, they 1 reign 
in it derb agb 


bee ben, n 


4 8 SERGE | o £1443 Þ-& . . 
. Dors one. fa KEE, our Ki Opera- 
akers are n 10 nice now a not 


worth being {poken, is lung. 


CHEFS? 


7 lee Love and Lazinefs 40 FR 
Both conteſting for my Heart. 


I ſhould 


OO 


r 


. 


„ A nne 
I fhould like to finiſh with ſomething fine, bril- 


Jiant dazling—with a ſomethi hich had 
Air of a good Thought an 95 


eee +6800 77% ap Knee on the Grand, and write 


ge . 


Tf one has my  Aﬀeclions, 
Tp t "others Predilections. 


Oh fie! that's flat, gr won't do, 1 muſt haye an 


Oppoſition, an Kae 8.— O now I've got the 
whole of it. 72  [Hev writes and þ Ul ng os 


1 and Crs have Part, 

"A between them ſhare my heart, 
T to each his Portion gave, 

No Injuſtice can be ſeen, 

For tho' one I've made my Queen, 
Yet the other E Aill my Slave. : 


Hem! ! Hem! When this is {et to Mok, ately 
accompanied, we ſhall ſee, Gentleman Critics, whe- 
ther or no, I know. what Iam about. he Pere gives 

the Count. —1 have ſeen that Student before. [he ar; iſes. 

Count aſide. That Fellow's Face is r unf gouf to 
me. | 

Figaro. Oh! no, he? no Stufent—that A of 
bon Ton— 


Count. What a groteſque Figure i 
12 I'm. not miſtaken ' tis Count Almaviva. 


123 I really believe, tis that Knave Figaro. | 
Figaro. Tis 2 ownſclf, my Lord. 
"Cnr. Silence, Puppy, if thou ſay'ſt a Word. 
_ Figaro. I now am certain tis you, my Lord, for 
= always regel me with this Familiarity and 


ndneſfſs. 
Count. 5 was with ed in Bal 1 Wee thee, 


y Lord, 


3 JW os 


n 


„ 


4 Tie Barber of S EVIL UA: 


Count. I pity thee, but how cam'ſt thou at 8#v1ll ! 
F- had recommended thee to an gone agg at 
Madrid, 40h — 10 11K 
Haro. I obtain'd bg” my Lord, and | my Grati- 
tude | 

Count, Call me Linder, can't thou 1 not ſee by my 
Diſeuiſe I wiſh to be unknown: > ET | 

Figaro. Pardon me, I go. 


Count. No, rather ſtay, I am waiting woes and 


two Perſons talking, are leſs liable to be ſuſpeCted, 
than one who ſaunters, let us ſeem to converſe”; 5 well 
and this Employment. 

Figaro. The Miniſter, paying due Regard to your 
EA . Recommendation, appointed me im- 
 mediately to the Office of Apothecary” 's Aſſiſtant. 
Count. In the Military Hoſpital? 

Figaro. No, in the Royal Stables of Andaluſia. 

Count. That was an Denon dle Preferment. 
Figaro. The Place was not fo indifferent neither; 
for having in my Department the Care of the Drugs, 
1 frequently had an Opportunity of ſelling 1 to my fel- 
low Creatures excellent Horſe Medicines. 

- Gount: And by, thoſe Means Kill d his Majeſty“ 8 
liege Subjects. 

Figaro. Why there is no ſuch Thing as an univer- 
ſal Remedy; but I have more than once ſucceeded 


3 * 5 


with Gallicans, Cätalonians, Auvergnans, and wan- 


dering Scotchmen. 
Count. And wherefore, then, did'ft thou uit it? 
Figaro. Quit it, my Lord !—lt quitted me : Some 
evil-minded "Nan hurt my Intereſt with the Miniſter. 


Heroically.]I Pale, gbaſtly Envy, with, her crooked 


Aa has | 
Count. Oh! Merey thi Mercy! =And got thou 
1 Verſes as well as Medicines? I thought I per- 


, ceived thee ſcribbling on one Knee, and finging thy 
5 Works ſo early. 


b WE da This F FIR” Turn was the Cauſe of 
"my 


iſgrace ; when the Miniſter heard I had made 
Mert (tolerable g good ones too, 1 * without Va- 
| , | 9 9 


1 
i 
7 
; 
| 
( 


G 


A COME Dv. 5 


nity ſay} Poeſies to Cloris, ſent Riddles to the Diaries, 
and that ſome Madrigals in my ſtyle were handed 
about—In ſhort, when he found I was printed alive, 


he took the Matter in a ſerious Light, and turned me 


out of my employment, under Pretext that the Love 
of the Muſes, and Attention to Horſe affairs were 
incompatible. 

Count. Moſt profound Wiſdom! And did you not 
remonſtrate | ? 

Figaro. No, I thought myſelf bleſt in being for- 
ponent; knowing from Obſervation, that a great 

an ſhews us a particular Kindneſs when he does us 
no Injury. 

Count. I do not believe thou telleſt all the Truth; 


| I remember thou had'ſt but a dubious Character when 
in my Service. 


Figaro. My God! my Lord, you rich Folks al. 
ways would have us poor ones be entirely without 
faults. „ e e 
Count. Idle, Abauch d, 
Figaro. According to the Perſections you ſine Gen- 
tleman expect in your Servants, does your Excellency 


think many of your Acquaintance worthy the Office 


of Valet-de-Chambre? _ 
* Count ofide, (That's s not bad; 3) And fo you retir'd 


toe Tire. *.-* 


Figaro. Not immediately. 

Count, flopping him. A Moment—TI thought it it was 
her —— But proceed, I hear you. | 

Figaro. Return'd to Madrid, I tried once more my 
literary Talents, and the Stage ſeem'd to offer me a 
Field of Honour, _ | 

Count. Oh merciful ! 

Figaro. [bile he oa” the Count fixes bi "IN on 
the Jealouſie) In Truth, I cannot gueſs why 1 had 
not the greateſt Succeſs; for I had taken Care to place 
a Party in the Galleries, with Hands like Battledores, 
and forbad Gloyes, Canes, and every dull "Token of 
Applauſe; and upon my Honour before the Curtain 
2 . 5 _ was 


| 
1 
4 
| 
| 
1 


6 The Barber of Stv1 rt 
was drawn up, the Houſe berg mall farqurakly 
diſpoſed : but Party 


Count. Oh! poor Mr. Author, your Works were 


made a Party-affair of, were they! 


NVigaro. And why not mine as 4 a8 anacheds's 
The Play was hiſs' d, and totally underwent - Damna- 
tion; but if ever I have them afſembled again— _ 

_ Count.: Dullneſs will amply revenge. thee, 

Figaro. A Curſe on them, how I will treat em! 

Count. Hufh ! Yowl be Seri before the Magiſ- 


. trates for Swearing. 


Figaro. No fear of that from my Antagoniſts 85 thoſe 


5 Gentleman reſpect Juſtice too much to look it in the 


Face; and underſtand P unctilios ſo exactly, as never 
to diſpute Place, even with a Bailiff's Follower. - 
Count. Thy merry Rage amuſes me; but thou haſt 
omitted telling me why thou left Madrid... | 
Figaro. It certainly was. at the Iuſtigation of my 


| good Genius, ſince I have here the Happineſs of meet- 


ing with your Excellency. Perceiving the Literati of 
that City waged continual War among 385 
and that there were Critics of all Magnitude a1 

grees, of Strength, as Vultures, .carrio fm 
ſmall carnivorous Birds, Waſps, Flies, Gnats, anc 
Hornets, ever ready to deygur the remains of ſuc 
unfortunate Authors as fall in their inteſtine _ Skir- 
miſhes : Tir'd of my Pen, my Neighbgurs, and my- 


elf, having weighty Debts, nent Pockets, and being 


by ſad experience convinc'd that the certain Income 
of the Razor was more to be depended on, than 
the gloriqus. one of the Pen, 15 took french 99 8 of 
Madrid and made a ſentimental, _philaſ 
Journey, through the two Gaftiles, la M4 
Extramadura. Sienna, Morenna, and Anda luſia: was 


well receiv'd in ſome Towns, impriſon'd in 


others, ever aboye the Frowns of Fortune, deſpiſing 
Fools, defying Knaves, laughing at Poverty, and 
ſhaving all. the World before me; ſo at laft you 
4¹¹ me as ddl in n Seville, and ready to ſerye 

your 


Figaro. 


ebe 


A COMEDY. 
your, Excellency in all you ſhalt pleaſe to com- 
mand me. | 


Count. How haſt thou acquired fo merry a 
Philoſophy: 


o 
| 
7 


Accuſtomed to Misfortunes 1 laugh at 


Event, leaft on confidetativn I ſhou'd find my- 


ſelf more difpos'd to cry; but whetefore, my Lord, 


are your Eyes always fixt that Way. 


bunt. Let's get away. 
Hate. Why fo? _ 

Count. Make haſte Blockhead, or l r ruin me 
eee 


s d KEN E 
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| Room appear at the 


W ws 


Bites. How agreeable it is to breach the freſh Air! 
this Jalouſie is ſo ſeldom, open. 


" Bartholo, What Paper is that in your hand? 


" "Ri/ina. Some Verſes of a Song in Labour in Vain, 


which my ſinging Maſter gave me yeſterday. 


. Labour in 1 5 What 8 that Labour in 


Vim? 


© Rafhia. Ir A net Play. 


Folly. 


Neſing. I know nothing about it. 
The News Papers will take it and the 
orant Age we live in! 


Bartbolo. 
Author to Taſk hat an ign 


Bath. Something dramatic, Fore new Plece of 


_»,, Rofina. Youare always finding 4 ault with the poor 
Age we live in. 
Bartholo. Oh ! I beg Pardon for taking ſo much 

Liberty; but pray what has it produced? A Variety 

of Follies, Free- thinking, Electricity, Attraction, 

Toleration, Inoculation, Jeſuits Bark, the Encyclo- 

* and Loads of nonſenfical * 


Roſina. 


8 The Barber of SEvIIIE: 
Roſina drops the Paper out of the Window. Oh ! 


Song | My Song is all'n out of the Window, While | 


1 was liſtening to you; pray make haſte,” run down, 
or it will certainly be loft. 
... Barthals, What the Devil was you thinking of ? 
Don't you know, how to hold a Bit of Paper in your 
band? | He leaves the Balcony. Roſina looks down 
Into the flreet and makes 'a fign. 


Rojina. Hiſt! hiſt! Take it up and retire quickly. 


[The Count appears, ſnatches. it up and withdraws. 
Bar tholo- comes. out of the Houſe and ſeeks. Where 
about is it? I can find nothing. 
Roſiua. Under the Balcony cloſe to the Wall. 
Bartholo. A fine Errand, this you've ſent me on 
 —ſomebody has certainly been un 
Rojina. I have ſeen no Body. 
Bartholo to himſelf. And I was gende enough to 
look for it.---Qh ! Bartbolo, my Friend, thou art a 
mere Dupe; this may warn you in future not to _ 
Jealouſies towards the Street 


Roſina till in the Balcony. My — AL = — 


my Excuſe; alone, confin'd, ſubject to the Perſecu- 


tions of a Man I abhor, attempting my r ſure 


is no Crime. 
Bartholo appearing at the Balemy. Pleaſe to walk i in, 


Signora; this Time it was my Fault, you dropt your 


Song, but I give you my Word the like Misfortune 


ſhall not happen to you again. [ He licks * . 


SCENE: . 91 


"Nunn and b 1GARO enter ſo a. en 


| Count, Now they are retir'd let us examine this 
Song; it certainly contains ſome e —— 23 a 
Letter! 64 8 

e He alt d what L Labour in Vai ain vas. 


. 


— Count, 


- COMEDY. 9 
Count reads ig wy, en} 
46 Your Affiduity chcltts my Cutty; a ae 


my Guardian is gone out, ſing careleſs! 
tte Tune of this. Sotip, fome e Which 


may inform me of the Name, Condition, war 
e Intentions of him who appears fo has 
" t to the beute . . | 


f 


pen, das Refine. Oh my Song M Sn 
is fallen down, pray run down and ſeek it (lang hs, 
Ha Eh! Oh theſe Women ! If by Chance one was 
dorn free 5 Fancy 16ck her up; and--- ny 15 
1 dear Roſa! 3 1 55 
„ On! Rev 0 tis nesclele mould trou 
ble —_— any further Queſtions on the Motives of 
your Diſguiſe---You make Love in PerſpeQive. 
* * Thou haſt gueſt the Cauſe, but if thou 
prateit- 
: Figaro. 1 prate! Not to tire you with long Pro- 
teſtations of my inviolable Attachment, or the ex- 
treme Delicacy of my Sentiments in Points of Ho- 
5 Fll Tay but ene Word, my Intereſt will anſwer 
me. 1 
Count. 1 88 One a then ii ſix 
Months:paſt I met on the Prado a young Perſon ſo 
beautiful but thou haſt juſt now ſeen her) all the 
Reſearches I made after bar in Madrid were vain, 
tis but within theſe few Days I have diſcover'd that 
her name is Reſinn, an Or an of a noble Family, 
and married to a Phyſician, of this City call d 
Bartholp.— bi WY; 8 
Agars. In Faith, a rare Bird ! and very ard to 
come at, but who told you the is the Doctor 5 Wife ? 
Cont. Every Body. | 
"Figaro: Tis no ſuch Thing, he ſpread that report 
on his Arrival at Madrid to keep off Suitors, as yet 
ſhe is page bis att, but will oe e © 15 wig 
„el 1 th * 4 Count. 
5 06 eri 5 135 41 SN) 8? 285 1 110 , 1 T 
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10 Te Barber of ($ tv 1 U L k. 


Count, with earnefineſs. Never! had the fatal K not 
been tied, no human Means ſhou'd have prevented 

me from informing her, how, poignant. wou'd have 
PRE my Regret ; 3. but ſince 1 find her free I will not 
loſe a Moment: to ſecure that.. 3 and. . W 5 


1 EX. 


but doſt Haw know this Se FF 

Figaro. As well as my own Mother. 

Count. What ſort of a Man is he? 

Figaro; (with,vivacity) He is à tat, ſhort, grey old 
Man, with a cloſe ſhav'd Chin and ſhining Face, 
who peeps, watches, ſcolds, and grunts, continually. 


Count (out of patience.) Ohl I haye ſeen: him, pray 
| what's his diſpoſition ? 3 nd 


* ann 


Figaro, wirh Vivacity. Brutal, avaricious, amorous, 
jealous to Exceſs of his Wet Who. in return Hates 


\ 


in making m ſelf; happy. MT 
| Figaro... „bis will be dome. at the 7. 7 Time a 
public and PEAR. Good 1 what a i of 
Wein 33 


= Jawa * 


1311 


e Gala every, Soul, e Stop—exch 


Court, ny Devil! "hats Rada — cannot, you. 
contrive to get Acceſs: . 

Figaro. 2annot I! ſaprictls, the Houſe 1 I live. ict. 
belongs to the Doctor, who gives me Lodging gratis. 
Count Ha, Bal... 


1 bor bio o 


alſo gratis, SEP, * 135 7411 1 art 


oo. 2 * 44 


Count. Then... thou ; art his Fenn * 


Figaro. Aye, and likewiſe his ne i Surgeon, 
Apothecary ; no one in this Houſe, is ever combed, 


ſhaved 


him mortally. St 100 
Count ( e * Then his f 3 Pleafing 4 

are 1 5 Th if 
Figaro. None. <A 


Count. 90 much. * better, 1 hat Puniſh a. Knave 


Crevice. rd 1 


Figaro, Yes, and I = return, as. a Mark of Grai- 
tude, promiſe , bim hve Doubloons 2 W but dat 


LI Ka 2. 21 31 


ſha 


7 


5 * 7a 82 , ace Cates Ih ® # | | 
FAS 0 OM E D J. 11 


'* # 


ſhaved, "bled, = — = but. by the Hand of your humble 


Servant.” - tos 
Count e Figare, Ah my Friend Fate 
thou will be my beſt BenefaRor, my guardian Angel. 
i gare. The Devil! how quickly Utility levels 
Di inRion 1 grave me kind Wee every Maſter, 
to be in Lobe. 


Count Happy Figaro thou ma; Welt approach 


Raſina, thou wilt behold her ! what Fase 
0 Pigaro. How unfortunate it is that you; and. not 2 
are in Love with Ko/ina; if we cou'd. change Places. 


" Count, Oh! could We but blind the ! Who 


watch" her! SEES OSS 
Figaro, I was hides about that. .- 
Ge. If but for twelve Hours only 
Figars. By keeping People employ'd in their own 
Affairs, they are prevented in 9 with thoſe 
of r x; 

Count. Doubtleſs, but what! g 0 
Figaro. Methinks the Pharmacopeia might toi 
us Fife little innocent means N = 

Count, Oh Villain! . 
Figaro. Did I tell you I meant to hurt ay they 


A 


all oe occafion for phyſical Aſſiſtance, and I can 
lay them under courſes, the very ſame Lay.” 


©Oouns, But the Doctor may ſuſpect. 
Figaro We muſt uſe ſuch Birpatch, that Safbiclon 
may not have time to ariſe, a Thought, has juſt oc- 


curr'd to me, the Regiment of 1 W is 


juſt atriy'd in this City. 
© Count.” The Colonel is my friend. 


gare. Good, you ſhall introduce youre to the 
Doctor in the unifo orm, with your Billet for Quarters, 
he cannot avoid receiving you, and II candut the 
© Count: Excellent! e 
Fizaro. It will not be amiſs if you pretend to „ be 


in Liquor. 
Cpt, Of what oh wou'd that be? 
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418 The Barben. of SE VIII. 

Figaro, To lull his Suſpicions, and make him ſup · 
poſe you more likely to ſleep than intrigue in his 
houſe, 

1 Tneomparably pad! and why will not 
thou go. 

Figaro. It we ſhall be very fortunate, if he. does | 
not know you whom he has never EO * ale to w 
introduce A. afterwards? | | ; 

Count. That's Tus; . v8 : ſu 

Figaro. Can you, do you Sink act the part 4. a ta 
Cavalier in Li guet. 8 

Count. Thou jeſts with me. [aſſuming the 3 a 
4 Man—I; not this the houſe of Doctor Bar ole 
Friends = V 
Figaro. That's not ami, only ſtag gger more—(Jx a k1 

K 
m 


re drunken tone of Voice) Is not this the Houſe? 
1 Oh f) 5 ! that's the Prunkenneſs of A Black: 
uard, 
e Figaro. 'Tis the beſt Kind! and the moſt 0e. 
"Os The Door opens. 
 Figare. 'Tis the Doctor; we at : withdraw, an 
; he 1 15 OD £ 


\ 


Coun and Frames, OY annere 4 3. have 
Nas c a : th Fan,, 


Hes! Th return inſtantly, "Jet x no one 3 in 4 
What Folly it was in me to go down, ſure her geſirin 
it of me was enough to raiſe my ſuſpicions, and Bail 
poked not come tho' he had promis'd, that ere now 
ry Thing ſhou'd be ready, for. our Marriage, that 
it 50 woke 1 ſecretly concluded to Morrow z. but no 
news of him, I muſt go and ſee whas can cauſe this 
pang | #4 abt 2 A ry 


wr ” 


cnn wm »w 


—— — 
— 
— — 44 * — 


— "4 On 7 * * * 4 * " 


— 


— . WIE? 
— tec Ce — 


— 
— 
wat ho — 


— — ———_—__ 


9 5 $S- = * * 
— 4 of i Sf +2 2 
* 


— — — — 
* N 


9 K g 
8 [I . K 
. . £ 5 #5 IE - 
. p % p + S 
” od < 

oy 4 * * *. 

. £3 . * 

© ; by 1 
Py £ . : 4 * * 

# „ 


1 by © 1 * D * 13 
* e FOE +885 we = | 
13 2 2 0 * N E vi. 
ne 

. l and Ficano, pear, 
2J | Count. Heavens what did I hear; 3 to morrow phe 
mn weds Noſina in private! 

Figaro. My Lord, the more difficulty there is to your 

ſucceeding, only, adds to the Neceflity of your Under- 


a taking. 
Count. Who j js this Bazile that aflifts him in | this 
in Marriage. ; 
lo Figaro. A l Gentleman who tiaches his Ward 
Muſic; 3 infatuated to his own Performance, he is 
4 knaviſh and needy, idolizes Money, wou'd go on his 
FF Knees before a Piaſter, and may be eaſily bribed, 
3 my Lord f at the Talbaſie) there, chere. 
70 Count. Where] where! 
Figaro. Behind the J 1 81255 there the . there | 
ſhe i is, dont loox 0 
ll Count. Why 
Nigaro Did ſhe not in her Jeter defire you wou u'd 
ſing Lareleſsly, but there! there the is. 
ount. Since I find I have made ſome Progreſs. in 
5 ber favour, without bein known, I will not quit the 
'F Name of. Lindor, m Fliomoh will be more com- 
pleat. But ' how ſhall I fet Words to this Muſic 3 
whe x never cou 'd make a common Diftich? —- 
e be unfolds the Paper which Rofina 


wo . 


| wy . threw out of the Window. _ 

e  Figara. "Whatever comes firſt into F our "Head, 
4 Lovers are never ſevere Critics, take my Guittar. 
© Caunt. To What nupoſe 1 play ſo intoleradly 
0 bad! ' 
g 


Figato. Can any Man like you be igvetunt of any 
Arts, ſtrike with the back of your Hand, thrum, 
thrum, thrum, were you to ſing without a Guittar 
8 every ſchool Boy in Seville wou'd run after you, in in ſpite 
5 of your Diſguiſe, you'd ſoon be known. 
: bb» 88 * 8 to the Wall under the Balcony. 
[Count 
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14 Te Barber of Sevirrs. 
Count. Singt F 9 v1 wor bis Pat, arce ' with 


Ke Guitar. | 
Figaro. In 4 bw Vie. Very » well; come take 


| Court, my Lord. N 5 
n Jags. | 
Wien ot ee dee wt gant: van) 


44} 


, Bchold your Lover fearful grown, © 


0 


So by the Gee 4 1 "ogy oy 


B 7 "TL 
$4 A YQHITL 


All his fond Hopes ate chav'd aways ” 
He durſt adore you whilſt unknown, x | 
Hut now 8 Will he dreads t chen. ee 
In me an humble Vouth behold 1 
With me an humble Lot you'll p prove. . * *FY 
Tue. neither Titles, Gems, nor Gold. Hure 
Vet am I paſſing rich in Lo. 6290 7 
"hs poor Linder ſhall.chaunt his Skeain 16 Wi 
At Morn, at Noon, at Eve, at Night, T0) 


And tho his Vows prove but in van. 


Tour Beauties ſtill ſhall bleſs his Sight. $i $41 
3 comes to the Count and kiſſes, the battomn. os his 


Garment with © ſtrug. On my yl this exceeds all. 


1 7 


_ Count. Figaro? WE : 
_ Figaro. Your Excellency.. ESI 

unt. Do you think ſhe heard 1 me? NE 3 
*Rofina [mgs within, they Pee, the, Wi ndews Hut 5 


772 Was 5 
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Each hour I'm convine'd that my Linder b charm- 


* 


ing, 
Soft — my fond Heartare forever alarming. 


Fier i you believe now, ſhe heard you? 
Count. She has ſhut her Windows, ſome- one 8 


Gade enter d her Appartment. 


Figaro Oh, no Matter ! you bave caught ver my 


Lanai Did not you remark Rowe the ou” Fs 
ſeem” d to tremble-as ſhe ſung- 


OCgunt. Dear Angel ſhe ates! uſe! of: ah! hows: 


Means ſhe taught me: each Hour I'm convinc'd that 


my Lindor 1 is ranting waar Graces, what Wit ! 
| Figars, | 


Do en. 


1 N 
* 7N ” Tk 


A EON ED. 'S\ 


_ Figaro, What Beauty, what Cunning, what Love! 
22 And do'ſt thou Ine the wilt be mine 


095, "_ „ — ww. 
ory 


"Figaro. She'll ſooner come thro thoſe l iron n Bars, 
if neceflary, than diſappoint you. | 

Count, Then *tis fix'd, and PI be thine Raoſina, 
during life. 
Figaro. You forget; he i is no longer liſtening 
to you 

Count Do you hear Figaro 7 I have but one Word 
to tell you; I mean Naſina for my Wife, and if you 
are faithful and aſſiſt me in my project of concealing 
my Name . you underſtand me, you know. 

"Figaro. PII de my utmoft; now, my Boy, Figaro 
fly to meet thy fortune with open Arms. 
Count. Let us retire to avoid Suſpicion. 
Figaro, haſtily.” Il enter here, and by my Magie 


1 with one ſtroke of my Wand, awaken Love, 


lull Vigilance aſleep, bewilder Jealcuſy, Rouze In- 
trigue, and overturn every Obſtacle that comes in our 
Way; you, my Lord, muſt haſte to my Houſe and 


equip yourſelf with Regimentals, the Billet ay TO | 


Quarters and Gold-in your e. TY En 
Count. Gold, for what Uſe ?- _ 


Figaro. For what Uſe ? for erery ve, a . 


Sinews, the Soul of Intrigue. .' 
Count. Don't be angry, Ficaro; z ru take care to 
bring Plenty. 
.. Figaro. I will be with. you quickly. 
Count. Figaro? e 
| Figaro. What wou'd you have? - En ee 
Count. Here take thy Guittar ? | 
Figaro. Surely, I am bewilder'd to forget my 
Guittar. [ Exit, 
Count. And your Dire&tau; cthoughtleſs ? 
Figaro. I believe I'm Planet-ftruck ! my Shop's 


not ten Doors from thence, tis painted blue, Caſe- 


ment Windows, three bleeding Cups lined with red 
Rags in the Air, an Eye in Hand, underneath is 


| Wetten, Concilio Manugue, and the great Name f 
TU | in brilliant Letters of Gold. [ Exit. 
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| Fall iT: 44 ; La 49 
Rep ents. Weak e abe 355 did at tbe 
End of the. DE * out with a:bar'd Jalouſſe. f 


111 1916 11. * ,. W. {> 22. A 3 A 4000 en 


Ross 45e a Light in rho Hand. takes w Yf 


of the Table and gas in ur ite. de 


ARCE LIN" is  indifpoſed; all the """y 
Servants are employ d, and no one at leiſure to 
obſerve my Actions, I know not if theſe Wills have 
Argus Was ſome evil Spirit 
that's ever ready to inform his' Maſter : bat' every 


Word | utter, every Step 1 take, he; a8 by Ma Magic 


inſtantly gueſſes; and even Acores my io is 
alas Linder | (ſeals her Letter) In een prepare thy 
Letter, tho I know not how. nor When 1 ſhall 


convey it to him; this Morning looking thro" the 


Jaloùſie I faw bim in Converſation with the Barber 


Figaro, he's an honeſt Man, that has 3 


ſeem'd to pity me; if K could pe to A 


118 83 - £133 + * 3 * 81 ans * 
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* in a furgriſe. hy Mr Here ro yery 
gad, to ſee. | \ 
well, 
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e eine een ol 1 8 
Lane, you Mutiny: I hope, I fe vou 
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great failing which 1 fear e Impede: <a 


m fortune... A 3 


A coMrDy _ WW 
Refina. Not very well, this aaa. 8 me. 
Pigers I do not doubt it, it only fattens "Kos! "a 
Neun. Who was it you held: enen Conver- 
fation with yonder ? 1 did not hear it l but 
Figaro. It was a Aung Student my Relation, a 
- Youth of promiling: Genius, excellent Talents, a- 
e not refined HB ee and a very uw 
0s | 5 09 yy 
N 5. nt aſſure out v pleaſing 1 
DH Pow vieaing 1 | 144.4 7 t ery 5 
gane. Linder, Ma am, he has no n 3 but pad 
he ald at Madrid, I'm ſure, with his RG ould 


have, found very good Employment. 
Neſina. "He Ke = ere 2 young Man, 
ſuch as you deſcribe, cannot temain . Ata 


Fitero, '[afide} Very well [gloud] But he bas * 


ment. e YT WY n 
Refina. A "Falling did. ou V. Me. Eee“ a 
Failing, and are you ſure ol 61 Yigg ne 
Figuro. He is in Love 10 ol ods 
2 In Love, and do you call that 2 Failing ＋ 
* Figaro. ' Why truly, it only s one. latins, to "bis 


* Roſena. Oh how unjuſt is abel way door kei, name 
the 0 ject of his Paſſion ? I cannot help being reg 
N. <7 'You are the laſt Ferſon i in the World, I 
would chuſe to impa rt it to. 0032 ag! 

_ Rofina ha 4 Why, 1 Mr. Figaro 1 aſſure ou I am 
very diſcreet; this young Man is your Relation, and 
1 cannot help intereſting myſelf in whatever n 
cerns him, ſo pray tell me. nzmoV: 

Figaro buking fhly at ber. Then, Ma- am, imagine 
to yourſelf he prettieſt little Girl you ever ſaw, with 
A ſoft, ode, blovening, delicate Shape, Ivory Neck, 
taper Arms, f. Hands, and Lips, \Chooks And 
Eyes that ſurpaſs all' Deſcription ! Þuch Haw, ad on 

Rofma. And lives in this Town Hie 

Figaro. Aye, and in this Neiehboubeed. W 

Bebe Perhaps i in mw Street. : 


F os 


©» Figaro: And he is dying Wi 


G 
he Barker of. Seni, 


ns: „ Very near me. % 
ns Rb fes fortunate this is ſor your Tito, 
0 her Name i 2 N 39%; 28 [4 Ua een 
1 = oo ES 4 by KN IP * 
Neſina baflily. That is you ha 
PE "tell me EY for 7 Ding ſome. one 
1 I i de ee 1 
Haro. ou muſtl a hot 
lovely Creature is, Ill tell Ry * is the Wa 
Bags pr end 20 128 Mr end N e 
Tue Ward l s Is 4 1 Ft 2850 2 . 
Figaro. Of Doftor:Bartbol. 09 4199 br?! 4v% 7 
Nenn, with emot iom. Oh fie, Ar. ee * 't 
| believe you, indeed L dont. 3 0 4%449h 0 © bp is 6 
ith 1 Impatjenc 10 tell 


* ſochimſelf. fag 406 bbs 1651 q ali — any E375; 
Rofia, Oh dear, you make me tremble 
. Figare. © you muſt not be frighten'd; Beſides you 
are perfectly ſafe, I am zuſt com e dif] Q ing of 
the Doctor's Spies, and will, anſwer For their, good 
e during the next twenty: four Hours. 5 
Kaſna. If he really loves ez he; with ſhew Mt by 


remaining rfectly 


.crofiigdran B, Mala enk cen apd Rölöda lt le the 


kante Beat? The Y.ouths: rt Days as: op N 
happy us to have only. this ſa ter gative 3— OV 
N Repoſe, Or Repoſe Without Los,. S778 "7 

Ning looking dotun. . 24 without: Love e ſeems — 

Figaro. Extremely inſipid, Love w ithout Nest 
Nee more 2 lot nz ib Ea! * 
Woman. 11 ve Peres, mid an 
Nuſna. alt is certain a young Per \.cangot Pre: 
vent Gentleman having an \Efteem Jor her; ut jf 
he is imprudent. Mr. Figaro, he will ruin us. ! 


24 


Figaro ade. He will. ruin us. Calgud ud}... Would it ö 


not be well done to 'wiite- him a ine or. two * ä 


caution him ? The. leaſt Hint from you would have 


„ "ok ; 


great Weight. 16 8 197 1447 924 FN by Ns: A 8 0 8 
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A COMEDY. 


Tg i him the Letter foe. had wire 1 have not 


Time to begin this over again, but when you * 


it, tell him be ſure to tell him. | 
Figaro. Nobody' I coming, I'afſure you Ms” i 10G. 


Nona. That what J do is from pure Friendſhip. 
Hate. Oh that's very: plain,” Love wears quite 5 
different Aſpect. eite % erk ec nt 
"Rifina. Yes deed! pure Friendſhip! I only fer 
he ſhou'd be:diſhearten'd by Difficulties, and — 
" Figard.. Yes thou'l take Fire, you know, Madam, 
the fame Wind that blows out a ight, will blow up 


La. and we are exactly like thoſe” Embers; fr 


talking only of his Paſſion, there exhaled ſucha 
- wht” 17 Heart i is altnoſt in a man the?! Ny 

» Lookr or , 6 140 e 1 
4. Oh z merciful! I hear my Gussdtan, if dim: 


| Met k. find you Kere; go thro! the Cloſet my Harp- 


ſichord ſtatids in, and lip thro' the back "Stairs as 
ſoftly as pofflbleQ. moe on 
Figaro. " Day t be fighter. [ e! This is better: 


"8 9 
art 2 : . 
by f "4 XS 5 3 
2 24 i 1. t- 1 9 e Fi 


8 C E N E m. e 
' Rofona alone. I die with n to bes he wes 


thin all my Fo he 0 8 retires i in 18 ne 


$ Oy e 


away ſafe; O how I like this good Figaro ! He is 8 


honeſt a Man, io kind a Relation; Ah] here come 
= lar I muſt return to my Work. - 
her out the 5 Fougee, and /#t fo ber Tanbour. 


i 4 1 1474 325 £3 y ng? 8 . 
24 + 4 3-0/8 ded FRET | 


8 0 7 N E "tp, 
. ee Rev. q 51 2057 
ö in a paſſion. A Curſe upon 0 fl 4 


 Enaviſh WET that Pick pocket Figaro; - I can- 


not go out of oy Houſe Without W certain on FRY 
Return. 15 
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20 Tie Barker of Sev: 111k: | 
Ro Loni Sir, What makes you 7 angry 
rr That infernal Barber Fo Lr batt 
Four difabled every Servant I have, he has given a 
Narcotic: to Sprigbthj, a Sternulative to Youthful), bled 
Marcelina in the F ot, even my Mule has not eſcap'd 
him, he has clap'd a monſtrous Cataplaſm over. the 
only Eye the poor Beaſt ſaw, with; All this becauſe 
he * Par me a hundred Piaſters and wants to ſwell his 
Bill; but let him come with it if he dare 2 hat not 
a Servant in the Anti- chamber? One comes in here 
with as little Ceremony, as into a public Market. 
Roſina. And who but yourſelf, can come in here? 
Bartbola. I'd rather he too cautious then too fecure, 
this Town fwarms with enterprizing Vagabonds ;— 
even this Morning did not ſomebody, pick up the 
Song you dropt, whilſt I went down to look for it. 
Neſina. You delight in giving Conſequence to 
Triffles, perhaps the Wind blew ie 2 or ſome 
chance Paſſenger found ix. 5 
Baritboln. The Wind! g 8 Paſſenger ! It 
is always one placed for the Purpoſe, who picks up 
the Papers a Woman * to 5 _—_ as Ate Acct 


dent. 

Roſa. Affects, Sir = 

- Barthsls.. Yes, M adam, affects. 

Ko ſina aſide. Oh ! the wicked old Wretch. 

Bartbolo. But the like Misfortune won't ure 
again; for 1 Lan have. theſe. Bars ſecur'd imme- 
| diately. en 5 

Roſina. Do more, wall up the Windows, the Diffe- 
N but wan, of between a Priſon and a Dun- 

eon 
| , Baritbolo. As for thoſe tun the Street, it would 
not perhaps be amiſs; I hope 1 the Barber did notenter 
ag” Apartment, 
Rofina Does he alſo diſturb your Reſt 1 

Barthola. is much as any other. 

Noſina. Your Replies are exceeding polite ! 
Bartbolo. Aye, aye, truſt every one, and you 1 ſham 
have your Houſe incomparably uid, hs a | "vl 5 

ife- 


COW; WF GOTO _ ᷣ OT TTY IE OTIS VT "7 


— + 


* 
2 


: N . ** ; , 
. 
I * ; 
; | | 21 SF 
* * 


Wife to cuckold you pc phe Friends to __ her Gal- 
lants, and as good Servants for their Purpoſe.  _. 
Rofina. What will you not allow one may hays. 


ſufficient Principle | to n the Seductions of 


Figaros 
Bartbob. Who the Devil « can comprehend theſe 


female Niceties? 


Reina angrily. If every Man has ſufficient Charms 
to pleaſe. me, whence comes it, I have ſo unal terable an 
Averſion to you? 


Bartbala vert. Whence? Whence comes it ? But 


e = not anſwer'd mx Queſtion, about the Bar- 


Neſina. hens then he has been here, 1 ſaw him 
fooke: to him, and will not conceal. to you that 1 
found him very * and 2 Tow. die with Spight - 
e . . [Ex 4 


g e 8 K NE. | oY. 9 
„ alone. Oh the Raſcals ! the Doge of Foot: . 


men ! 7 ? Sprighty? That curſed Sprighty ! 


«* S 


8 0 E N E VI. 
Banrnoze, SexIGnTLY. 


. * come in yawning and bal, f 22 Yah, yah 9 


yah, yah ! 


 Barthels. Where was you, you careleſs Scoundrel, 
when the Barber got in here? 

' Sprightly. Sir, —Yah, yah, yah, yah, yahoo, 

| Barthols, Contriving ſome Miſchief or other, L 


| ſuppoſe, and ſo you did not ſee him ? 


- Sprighth. Indced, but'I did ſee him; and he found 


me very ill, as he told me, and 1 deliere he was right; 


for as he ſpoke of it, I felt a Numbneſs in all my 
Limbs, juſt as he ſaid I had, yah, yah, yah— 
- Bartholo counterfeiting him. Yaw, yaw yaw | Juſt 


ao be dad, Yah, yabs 2h. Where is the Raſcal 
: — Youtbfull # 


"0 294 The. Ae „ 
Vuthfull? What Buſineſs had this e 


Lad Medicines without * preſcri OW 2 4 
ſome racy Villainy.* „ ue e 


* =_—_y 1 


— 9 
8 Ch E N E 7 5 | , 
. on o W +. "= 
; 5% 4 3 8 4 a 
* ws £ 1 8 
; - p 


E#77 4, . 4 14 8 3 yr Er 5 ö * 
0 * 1 . 
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The 3 e comes in as an I | 


Man leaning on bis'Stick,' . Sneexes F time. 
e fill yawning calls. *Youthfull.” 


uthfull comes in ſneezing, Snee— WY 05 
Bartbolo. Come hither, wilt thou never have dons 
| ſoeezing ? Or wilt thou'ſneeze till Doomſday ? 


AS « £16) 1 1 : JRL 50 1 1 0 VI Nan * 


* 


- 


"01 7 wll. . I have ſneezed above tf 7 y 5 


[ ſneezes] times [ſmeezes) in 4 Minute—this ſneezing | 
[ fneezes] has almoſt ſhook me to pieces. 
"Bartholo. How, how, I afk d you both if any body 


had been into Rofind s Apartments, and neither of you 


told me the Barber had. 
Sprightly yawning. Yaw, Why as to Mr. Figaro 
I did not think þe was anybody. Yah, yah, yawW.. 


a 


Barthols. I would lay any Thing that artful Rogue, 


and this Pupp py have an Underſtanding together.. 


rieb crying foolyſhly.. I, yah, 1 Sand, yah, 


* Youthfull , ſneezing, But, Fr, i is there any [free] 
any Juſtice? [fneezes. NY hy gets 
. Bartholo; Juſtice), What inſolence, ſuch Wretches 
to talk of Juſtice, tis well amongſt y -" ont but], 
I that am your Maſter. inſiſt on bring 4, 75 3 
Youthful ſneezing. But, Sir, When a hing is bel, 
Baribolo. If I will not have it ſo, it cannot be true; 
if. once theſe Raſcals are allowed to be right, all 
Authority will ſoon vaniſh, not a Shade v will remain 
eber long. 122 
: Youthfull- EE: I [freezes] Bad f 2ther be pad 
[ freezes) my Wages, [ſneezes) and md off. [ſneezes.. 


No Author before was applauded for niakiog an 
. Audience gaſp. This Scene was never acted without the 
Hy REN 9 of che whole * AP 7 

anti 


7 


= 


{4 


—— 


4 heh and ing. A 156 poor honeſt 
val e 7 5 2 ah, ere lite Conn 4 Pick- 
ef, Yall, Jan. oh Nein 
e Get from my 815 be thbu pci | Wilen 
Man, and thou Chis <q chi, de 'em both for two 
Ideotz, the one ſnetzes in my Face, while the other 

"4 aws inflead of anſwering m. 1 
' Youthful, It it [ſnrezes] was not for Li Saen, no 


q* 
=— Mortal could live a et an nde your Houſe. 


* 


; © * Lat + 


Baxile. That's the. leaft of my 
1, Barthels. I was at your 2 not long ſince, but 


me: What can be done? ng 


116% 7 D611 3 bu „ 1 4075 dud £6 {Exit freeing 
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* 
1 7 635 


nene * Razz. A ö e . in 6 
b bee) . Cloſets peeps out now and then and liſlent. 


* l Ah, Don ae d you. come to re 


Noſina her Leſſon. phe? 
5 ike | Nan. 1 8 


950 not find you there. 
Baile. I was out u Ke your Meg, 0 MY 
Jearnt ſome diſagreeable WW. . 


, 
* 


een RPE 26S: th.” 22 
2 0 Ahe, To Fm. 5 > 


; No, to yo ousz 


+ 745 «$4442 


own. 


* . 8 8 9 PIR that caus'd ſuch 
reſearches after . W e 


Baxile. The 2 e has gings i 5k the great 
& uare, and aut ex 3 D in Gilgut "i 
thy ay Wiout doubt th Gm NN conc cerns 


wh, 3.4 5 


= fi Baile. If he Was 2 priyate bereut! one co A eaſily 
get him out of the Way. n 


Bartbolo. Ves, by keeping 5 cloſe Watch. for vim 


{every Night, and 4 Wire Sh Dae, 


l lunderbuſs. enen © ,zntonM 

| ; 3 Bs . x A fog 5% 

| x # +4 bak £30 18 * 5 & = 1 31 St ef «3 47 
Fo #8 «4 32g | Baile. 


* 4 , 8 
. | * ” 6 
U OS 2 wo W pg | 
* #4 EY ob 1 TM IS At 1 
3 way * . 1 * 4 - 4 
* * 7 f 7 ' 8 


C ount Almaviua is in this 


4 The Barker IF $evitiln; 
Baile. Bone Deus and ſo involve oneſelf in Mic- 


chief No, no, a little Calumny Properly. Managed 


ma do much in the Buſineſs. 3 
artholo. e ige W F: 

Enemy! _ | "8 

| w — Calumny, Sir 1: You'n are not. antes 
3 with what you ſo much deſpiſe, I haye known Pexfons 
1 of the viel exalted Probity ready to ſink under it, 


. idlers in a great City to believe, and we have People 


Who with a Shrug, a Nod, a Whiſper, which only 
ſkims the ſurfate of Malice; as a Swallow does the 


the poiſonous Gale Redding its baneful Influence, 


e — W — — 


forth with all its Horrors, and thank Heaven, becomes 


Chorus of Hatred and Proſeri iption! Tell me then yho 
. can reſiſt it? ö 


bas piano Creſcendo to do with my Situation? 


l done to drive away an Enemy, muſt now be done to 
prevent your's from approaching 


as the Count. 


1018. — ain 
1 Barthole. And on whom elſe Baits Aces | it 4 pen 
beſides yourſelf “ I have entruſted you” with the von- 
duct of = whole Affair. Fi as 
Baxile. Yes, but your Reſtrickions as to dee 
will retard it greatly; for in legal Harmony, an unequal 
Marriage, an iniquitous Decree, a fraudulent Con- 
ys &c. are —ͤ— which muſt always be 


there is nothing too baſe, horrible or abſurd for the 
here of excellent Addreſs for ſuch an Undertaking. 


Earth before Rain, —pianiffimo'in gentle Murmurs, 
where &er it paſſes; then piano, piano, creeps into the 
Ear, there taking Root, ſprouts and. flouriſhes, and 
reinforzado from Mouth to Mouth, it ſpreads like 
Peſtilence, then ſiddenly no ene knows how, burſts | 


a publie Creſcendo, a popular Opinion, a general 


Bartbolb. A fine Rigmarole truly, What: the Devil : 
Bazile. To do with your Situation? What is always | 
* Baribolo. A Fig for Calumoy?! Thope. to be el 
. to Rafina before. the can ae there exiſts fuch a Being 
Mm Baxzile, In that Caſe 1 your bare not, a Moment to 


SES * | 


A O M B. De 25 


pet 2 and reſolved by the perfect Accordance of 
0 


Bartholo, . Ke him - "<p Well well, here you 
may proceed yur. hn aN. if yau do but uſe Ex- 


dition. 


Bazila N .P lo- 
grrow. all e, Coo * < are, 1 8. 
zen that no one gets fs Aces te. XOur::; Ward "this 


ET b 


Barthols.' Oh! Truſt me for tat, —Pray wn —— ft 


0 Nis 28 8 140"; a V SR 
Baile. \ EXPE 3 our Aerriagg 
dieler will h up the whoſe, fre I's ment 


Me. iin 1 0 
Barthols a 55 „ 


Baile. Do: 
anne yourſelf. 


300 mas Korg ye Baer, pa 
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3 SCENE IX. 


"Far IGARO lm nh bet of 2 he Cliſet 
<A very wiſe Precaution ! But J. mall take the Ls 


berty of opening it, that I may go out, and the 
Count come in. What a; Villain is that Ba ill?! 


*Tis, bappy ſor the World he's as great a Fool as he's 
A Knaus. A; Rank, 2 Obaracter, a Family, or a 
fortune are adcellary to a Calumniator; but Baxile is 


ſo inſignificant, nay, has ſg contemptible a Cha- 


racter, that he may without Prejudice to any B 


tell a I Pg en Wy no e will Waben 


of 7 them, 


* 


Karihaln Wag A Foley ad the Dogr after 
N 0 Krit. 
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ln 2 "Enter Roel, rung. 


' | 
* r 


A1 What are vol tin dere, Mr. Ks 2 
155 1 Moſt fercunstelx for.” you, Ma am; 
uardian and Muſick Maſter, Tuppoſing chen. 
. ſafe from being heard, "have beth opening their 
earts. EE 5 by STS 
Roſina. And you uten d to their 8 caper mt — 
Indeed, Har f. des very ilf this HU GOVT IO Of! 
"Figaro. ene the only way of” kedring 1. —Vour 
Guardian intends von the Honour of his Hand 
Tomorrow. r ASA 
"oe: ierten What ſhall Fs 3 oh xe Si 
Figaro. Fear nothing, Signora; I pr ſe you 
will give him d mi G eder E. U lee that” he 
halt have no Time to think of his Noptals.” ET; 
| Rofina. Go down the little eee; 155 make 
me die with ws"; th e Exit Figaro. 


Y T2 6 + Þ. 2 a „E * # 4 7 


5 2730 Rik B dierte. 1 ey | gy oo gs A * 


W een ee eth rH; e 
2 gs. You had Schidy: with you, Rip? * 
-  Bartholo. Tas Don Bazile I conducted to the 
Door for a particular Reaſon; you, Lſuppoſe, had 
rather i it had been ſweet Mr. Figars” Sima 
Keoſina. 'Tis pay. alike” hots me; Tc Cal" aſſt 
you. 

© -Bartholo. 1 ſhould be 28d to N What the Met 
ber had of ſuch Importance to convetſe with you 
upon? _ 

Roſina. If 1 muſt tell you, be came to Hie me 
an Account of poor Marcelina's Health, WAG, he 
ys he "found very Wt: 


 Barthals. 


„ 
0 F. 

t 

* 
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more kely 
he came to SIdivery you ſome Theta. obe 
Noſfna. And pray, Sir, from whom do you fu ppoſe 
it came? © 
Baribolo. Oh; from whom | Fr rom ſuch a one a 
Woman takes care never to name. How fhould I 
know ? Perhaps a Reply to the Paper you err 
K to Srop out of the Window, | 
t\Roſina aſade. He has ueſſed very ri ht. aloud. You 
deſerve le Bene be 10. 8 by 1 
_.. Barthole, . looking gt ber Biogen. And i was fo, 
ay you have alſo been a writing. 
Neſina, with: Embarraſſment, It ele: his: droll 
enough if you could make me agree with you, I did. 
Bartholo, taking hold of ber Hand. No, not I; but 
the Ink is yet on your Fi ingers. "Us, 1 artful Girl. 8 
- > Reſina' afide. Curſed Man! f 
Barthel. A Woman ſuppoſes herſalf quite ſafe "mY 
caufe ſhe is alone. [takes bold of her Hand, 


'3 + Rofina. Oh! without Doubt a fine Proof indeed } 


Pray, Sir, have done; you wrench my Arm. In 
twiſting up the little Bougee, I burnt my Finger, 
and dipt it in the Ink to cure it, for J have often heard 
*twas a certain Cure, © © 

Bartholo. That's what you Wies N about, is it? 


Now let us examine a ſecond Witneſs, and fee if he 


will conſirm the Teſtimony of the firſt. How many 


Sheets of Paper have 5 here? 1 know there were 


fix this Morning, for I counted them twice over. 

Roa aſide, Oh ! how ſtupid! The Sixth. 

Bartholo counting. Three, wu Hive, * Ob 1 Oh I 
the ſixth Sheet is gone. 

Rafina, with downcaft Labs. The sixth ? I gd; 
Uſe of it to wrap up ſome Sugar | Plumbs 1 ſent * | 
garo's little Git? 

Bartholts.* TG Figaro s little Girl? That pen As 
new” this Morning: tis F.] half worn out; but 
that's with writing che Dir "Ru t e gat 


Gil; Pre _— 


Roſa 


20 His Barber „SUI. 


Noſina aſide. This Man has an Inſtinct of Jealouſy. 
[ aud) I made Uſe ob. the Pen to draw a Flower in 
the Waiſtcoat l. am embroidering. "oe. you. on me 
Tambour. | oy 1 

Bartbelo. How, zynenicus ! But e you 9 * to 
be believed, Child, do not bluſh, at diſguiſing re- 
peatedly the the Trum een quite baer ia the 
Art. R 5 
 Rofina. And who can help Pini. when you 
Fes ſuch malicious Narren from the moſt ind. 
cent Actions? 
 Barthols. 1 certainly, am in the Wrong. Ihe bios 
her; Finger, dipt it in Ink to cure it, wrap'd up a 
Paper af * Sugar PI 1725 for Figaro s little Gil. K 
a F lower on my Fcoat—What could be mote in- 
nocent ! How. W yes heap'd on each other to 
veil a ſingle Deed 1 I was alone, Nobody ſaw me, I 
am ſure | may ſafely; tell a Story; but ihe Finger re- 
mains ink' d, the Pens half worn gut, the Paper 
hiſſing. 'Tis impoſfible to think of every Thing; 
but moſt aſſuredly, Signora, when I go; out een 

double ol HE; ſhall ſecury ous! UNSC 
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bee I dreſs.ds 61 0 Soldier, arenen 
DN eke Pore of „ 100%. #4 i agoa 


Bart bolo. What would this Man have 0 A Soldier 1 
Go into your Cloſet, Roſina. 
Count ſings, and advances rand Bates iu. Which _ 
you two Ladies is callꝰd Datos Balerdo 2. {Aden o- 
ſina] I am Lindo. N 
Hartbolo. 1 am Doctor 1 F allow, . in 
Noſina, gſide He nam'd Linder, methinks. " 
1 Counts Balordewr Barkbdlloay it's all one tome, er 
tell me Which of you two is didn, 17 77 Roſina, Kun 
her 6 Paper] Take this Letter, „Nos 1 | 
Bartholo. 
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4 . CO Y. 29 
Bartboln. Which ! Surely you may ſee it is 1 


Go in, Roſa ; this Fellow's in Liquor. 


Rojma. It is ſor that Reaſon I would ſtay 3 you 


are alone, and the Preſence of a Woman may be a 


Reſtraint upon him c 
Seren ee Lam notaſraid: 127 Roſina. 


en 


„„ N E XIII. 


Tae Ou! I could not hap 3 you, We. 
tor, for you anſwer perfectly your Deſcription. | 

Bartolo, z0hilſ the Count N up. a Letter. What's 
that 4 What's tl lat you are hid ing, in your Pocket? 

"Count, What! That which 1 hide 1 ;þ what 1 do not 
want you to ſee, 

| Bartolo. By. my: Deſcription * 'Theſs Fellows. al- 
ways think they are ſpeaking to their Comrade 
| ; Fn Do. you think it then ſo 45 3 0 . 
to e you! ; Liſt to the Deſerigtion. * * 


This Gd Doctor may be known, . 3 
By ſhaking Head, and by bald Crown, K 
And by _ Manners of : a Clown. 


* 
Rd 


1 What do you mean ? FA. you . here 


to inſult-me? Get out of my Houſe this Inſtant. 


Geunt, Get out of your Houſe | Oh fie! That's 


not very civil.— Can you read, Doctor? 


Bartholo. Another impertinent Queſtion. 
Count. Oh ! don't let that put you out of 8 ; 


for I that am at leaſt as good a Phyſician as * 


Bartholo. What do you fay? ? | 
Count. Bay | That I am a Phyſician to * the 


Horſes in oh Regiment, and that was this Reaſon 


was billetted me, at a Brother Doctor's. | 
\Dartholo. N OF" Ong me to A Tante. ; 
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30 The? _—_— Sobifus, 7 


KOy LSE ant vo Count be, | 
K Sd 44 A 0 ec f. 
Brother, bars mais re Conia wake, SY 


- 1 muſt no Precedence take, 
Of the learned Sons of Galen 

For when they procure no Eaſe, 

A cannot cure the Diſeaſe, '- © 
"ON N WN off the Perſon ang, 


4 1 


{$14 il 7 Tri” ty 
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rat thy Endaf the eng.]. 1 not this very ciril 7 
Bartbolo. It ill becomes an ignorant ak ker of 

Horſe Shoes to türn the moſt uſeful 135 ed 

Science into Ridicule. 


Count. Oh! very uſe ſekul to its Prat \tio e 8 me | 
Barthole. An Art whoſe Knowledge. 55 Gin 8 


| the Sun ſhines to enlizhten. 5 
Count. Whoſe Tank "and "Blunders, ou our. Mo 
ther Earth conceals, 


Ms: 


that you are accuſtomed to N de! ſe e with 

Horſes. pro | 
Count. Converſe E PR Horſes | oh! Doctor, er 
fo learned a Man as you are; is it not notorious; that 
a Farrier cures his Patients without aſking them 


a ſingle. Queſtion, whilſt Phy ſus, ak e a 


Hundred ? 
* Bartholo. Without curing them you wou'd fag 5 
Count, It's you, yourſelf who ſaid it. KS 
HBaribolb. Who the Devil could fend me thi 
curſed drunken Fellow to plague me? b 
Count. | believe you are paying me Compliments. 
Bartholo. What Buſineſs brings you here 7 t 
do you want? 
Count, feigninglto be in u Paſſun. On 1 $6: you a are 
affronted——-W hat do I want Cannot you my 
what J want! OE | 


SCENE 


Baribolo. It is eaſily | ſeen; you . wa" 0 


2 „ „ 


, 
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pray Mr Soldier, Hons. be angry. (To, Baule 
Speak mildly. A: Mn dir, you ſee the is not 


ſober.. 


Count. Vou are in the Right, he is. not 7 7 but 
we are! I am civil, and you are pretty, that's enough; 


” the Truth of the Matter. i is, I'll have nothing. to do in 
this Houſe with an) body but yourſelf. 


Koſind. ray i in what can I ſerye you, Mr. Soldier ? 


Count. Tis only a eile W. if L. dan: t explain 
mſetf fully. * : 


ount. ewing a Letter. No, Noe ſtick tot 


N 14 158 
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. 


he 
ter, to the Letter it only reſpects; but What! tay is 
1955 ourably and well meant; that . N F Ne me 


d to N. igbt. ; 
Barthols. Nothing elſe ? 
* "Count, No, nothing more, ie rok this Bille 
deux from our Quarter-maſter. _ 
__ Bartholo,. Let's fee. _ + 
* Count conceals the Letter, and 21865 him another Paper, 
the Doctor reads it. Doctor Barthals, ſhall Res 


2 


« feed, and lodge 


* Eine repeats... And lodge. 
Bartbolo continues. For one Night b Linder 
calbd the Student Grenadier af the e 
* Roſina. ,*Tis him, tis himſelf. 
Baribolo ts Reina. What's the Matter * 
Count. Well, who is wrong now Doctor Berker, 2 
Bartbola. One wou'd ſwear this Man took pleaſure 


in disfiguring and playing the Devil with my poor 


Name, go to Hell with your Barbaro, and tell your 
impertinent Raſcal of a Quarter-Maſter that ſince 


8 1 | . 
OR OE | Count. 


* 


7 journey to Madrid, 1 am exempt from lodging 


3 Tie BG den of Nl iI E. 


Count. Heavens! what an unexpected Diſappoint- 
ment, 

Barthols. Ah! ali! m y Priend, you are dimppoint- 
ed; this ſobers you | a little; however, e this 
nſtant. Wen en men ww 

Count,  [afide] 1 r 1 had hetray d. m 0 
aud) We if you are . 1686 
roops, you 'are not from behaving with Cr 
Decamp,!_ not till you produce your Breret — Ex- 
emption, tho' I can 10 read, 1 ſhall ſqon fee. 
1 Bar tholb. Tfrall not want much time to prod 
it, it is in this Büf eu 90LTG 2h 

Count, while Barthols goes," ſays without" ig fi 
bis plate. Ah ! my lovely” Nins, n ee ee 

1 And is it you, R $ e 50 

Count. Do but receive this Letter. of Nele 7 1 

Beſag. Take Care we ate obfery ddl: 


Count app roaching nel. her. 1 Take out our Hand: 


adii#4 ti 


| kerchief, and FIF leric fall. Ann een 


Hartzolh. Softly, ſoftly, Mr. Seldter E dort t « che. 


any one ſhou'd examine 5 Wife q 100 
_ Count, She your Wife tf © © © Iayt. »\ ron 
© Barthals. And what of that? n ro un 
- Count. I thought you was ee er Grfiidfather, 
1 m ſure. there is at leaſt three Qchergtions between 
you, and her. nn, 
Bartholo, a 4 p we Wbetezg upon | we 
and faithful Report, made unto us fi 


Count knocks it aut of his Band. What need have 


I for all this Gibberifi? . 
Bartolo. Do Jou tow, Soldier 1. If 1 l m 
Servants you will get the Treatment you deſetve. 
Count. What 425 you for a F ight ? With all my 
Heart, tis my profefiion (/ſbewing the Pi at? bis 
Girdle) this will ſcatter a little Poder in N eyes, 
55 Madam, you never ſaw a Battle. 8 5 
Koma. No, nor do deſire to ſee one. 5 
Count. There is nothing more nes ths Ber. 
| de [puſting the Doctor] firſt the Enemy is on one 


Side, of the Ravelin, and the Friends on the other [7 
Roſiua 


gf. 
3} 
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| FT 4, ; Fa bor the Litter] pull out your Handker- 
_ chief ſ he ſpits] here's the Ravelin, you underſtand. 


Rofma pull's out her HORN Ns r 10 70 dr aps 
the Letter between her and himſMf.” 4 lad: 
Baribolo floipings Ah Ab oO nt 


Count takes up the Letter again. Hold- — Pa Was - | 
ing to teach you the Secrets of my art a very 
diſcreet Wie indeed ! is not this a ee ſhe 
dropt out of her Pocket? 6 £1781 


Bartholo. Give it to ne, give it to me * . 
Count. Not quite ſo faſt, Doctor, let every one wind 


i de Ia Sof Rhuburb/ bad fallen out of 
pocket do ye think? ——— 


Roſina frei var Hand. Oh Iamobr ee it is 
Mr. Soldier. puts it in a Pocket of bor Apron. 


Barthols. Will 85 leave this Houſe by fair means? 


Count. I go; adieu Doctor, I bear! 7005 no Malice, 
and only in return beg you to do:me à ſmall Favour, 


that is to intercede N Death, to ſpare me a few 


Compaigns longer, f a or Life was meer before fo dear 


to me. 


' Bartholo, Get you gone; had 1 any intereſt with 


Death: — 
Count: Oh; Door! | you ſend him 10 wy Hechte 
he can refuſe ue ROWING: 7 | 8 
1871 Nan ir 2 > LV? 1 s ; 


s E NE x 


Wü bote "wat" the CO go' out. 


I muſt diſſemble. [afide. | | 
Roſina. You muſt allow, Sir, this ue Sele 


was very humorous; ; though in Liquor one could 


We he f is well educated, and does not want for 
it. . „ 


5 1 S 118 . 


C 


Yeſterday unſeal 'd, and, now 


$4 mics 5 


Barthols. Indeed, my lovely Dear, we are Well 


f 5 uit of him; but have 885 no n to rend — 


aper he gave you? - 
Raſina. What Paper? 


Bartholo. That which 15 pretended to find. on the 


| Floor, and gave to you. 


- Roſena. Pooh]! That was my. Couſin's $ Laube 


2 which fell out of my Pocket. 


Bartholo. I have a ſtron 8 Notion be took i it b ut of 
his own. | + 
 Rofina.. 1 directly en what it was. 
| Bartholo, It cannot be much ne 60 bot at 
it * 1 0 
ina, 1 can't even tell where I put At 
Bartholo, pointing to ber Pocket. . z put it into 


| that P ocket. 


| Rofima. Oh, yes, I aid without 3 of it. 
_ Barthole. Oh to be ſure, but ru lee it is ſome 


1 piece of Nonſenſe. 


Noſina aſide. Unleſs I make him angry, 1 6. no 


refuſal will do. 


Bartholo. Come Deary, do give it, me. a 
Rofina. What fancy have you taken now, Se to 


inſiſt ſo ſtrenuouſiy, have you more Dante's, 


Jealouſy r 

Barthols. And what Fancy have you taken, that 
you will not ſhew it. 

Rofina. I tell you again, Sir, that the Paper was 
nothing but my Couſin's Letter, which you gave me 
we are on this Subject, I 

muſt tell you plainly your ta aking wen N l * 
y diſpleaſes me, 

21 I don't underſtand you * | 

 Ropng. Do I ever open the Letters which come * 


; you wherefore then do you, inſ ect thoſe hich are. 

N addreſs! d to me; if Jealouſy i is NY 2 it is an 

Inſult; if it is to ſhew the Extent of an uſurp'd Au- 
thority, tis an Abuſe of it to which I never will 


ſubmit. 5 
Bart bolo. 


"Roſa. If I habe till now conceal'd my j juſt Re- 
ſentment it was not with an Intention of fuffring 
ou to continue inſulting me unreprehended., 

Barthalo. , Of what Inſult are you Talking ? 

Roſina. The unparallel'd one of opening a Perſon” $ 
Letters. 

Bartholo. The Letters of my Wife? 

\Roſma. 'Tis what I am not yet; mY if ere to 


wou'd ſuch a relationſhip gain me a preference to re- 
ceive In ignities, which you durſt not offer A 
| Stranger? 


Barthole, I e theſe Complaints are deſit n'd to 


withdraw my Attention from the Letter, which I am 
convinc'd came from a Lover, and therefore will ſee 


it I aſſure you. 


1 1 ina. You never man, and if you dare approach 
inſtantly will fly from this deteſted Priſon, and 


be oke con of ſome pitying Stranger. ans 
3 And not meet with „eee 
«ſs: At leaft 1 try. 1 
1 5 72 Thank Rae we are not in Kale 
wefe omen are always in tlie right, but effect ity 


Pl 80 and lock the Door. 
Roſina, while Barthilo. goes out. O5! Heajthe!” what 


ſhall 1 o? 'tis beſt to change it for my 'Coulin's i 
Letter, and by reſiſting, etna his Curioſity and 
Difa pointmennt. [/e changes the Letters putting 


that from her Couſin inio ber Prckos with on? corner out. 


Bartholb returns. 1 Hope after all you will let me 


Rees. - 
 Rofina. By what Right, pray do you expect 1 


ſhou'd ? 


Barthild.” By the ickliowledgd he of ſuperior 


Strength. "I 


Riſa: Yiu ſhall foohet take Life 
Bartbolo ſtamping with anger. Meda Madam! 


Roſina. i 


TH COMEDY. 35 


FI How? not ſubmit ; AY 18 
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to baum ſuch romantick Notions from your | Braihs | 
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1 
| 
| 
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Rofina throws herſel Fi in a Chair, ſeeme, to faint. Ah a 


what Indignity ! 


Barthes. | Giye. me the Letter. directly or "dread * 


an | 
Kofi na leaning back: Unfortunate Refi 10 / 


Bartbolo Wh hat is the Matter? 

KReſina. To what! Miſeries, ain I doom'd W 

Barthols. R:fma ! ! 

Roſina. I die with Rage! 7 | 

Bartholo. She is not well, the faints. a 
KRoſfina. Oh! 1 die, I die. F 88 
Bartbolb afide.. Oh | here is the letter ! Tn read it 


Without her knowledge [Fels ber 2 and takes the 
Letter which he tries to read. | 


Ko ina til Il inthe ſame Attitude.” Oh 1 unhappy TY 

Bartbolz. What an unaccountable Deſire one has 
to diſcover that which one e to know ! 

_ Roſina.. Oh. wretched Ro/ 5 

Bartbolo. The too free Uſe "I TYRA are. very apt 


to occaſion theſe . paſmodic Affections ( reads thy x 


Litter, which he finds is from her Cain. 
LRoſina looks flyly at him, and tates no Notice. 43 
Bartholo aſide, The Letter is really her Couſin's ! 


Curſed Suſpicion! How ſhall I pacify her Rage ? 


'Tis well ſhe does nor know I've read it. [he N to 
ſupport Roſina, and puts back the Letter into her FN. 
Reſins ſighs, Ab} 

Barthoh. Well, Child, 1 hope all's over; "you'll 
ſoon. be well; your Ninefs was nothing but H 
ſterics: - 8 felt; your Pulſe—it did not alter in the' 7205 | 

i be goes ta reach q Vial off of the Drawers. 

Rojima. Oh! Tis well, he has put the Letter 


| 5 into my Pocket. 


Barthzle. | Ay dear Reſina, take a few of theſe 

rops. 

Rofina, Not from your Hand ; pray leave me. 

Bartholo. Oh! forgive me; I confeſs I was too 
intent on ſeeing the 9 3 J ſhould not haye been 
fol importunate. r 
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Roſa. The Letter itſelf was of no S 3 


but your Manner of requiring my 9 is 
paſt Forgiveneſs. 


Bartholo on his Knees. 1 feel 1 was to blame, and 
here upon my Knees I beg your Pardon, 


Rofina. My Pardon, when 2 won't believe that 
the Letter was from my Couſin ! 


Barthals, Let the Letter come from whence it will 
I don't care; 1 won't ſuffer you to ſay any more about 
it. 
Naſina, preſenting bim the Letter. There I willingly 


grant to your requeſt what your Commands ſhould | 
neꝰ er have forced from me. 


Bart bob. This generous Behaviour diſſipates my 
Suſpicions, and convinces me how much I Was 


to blame Ever e entertain any on your 
** ina. „ Sir, pray read it. 
Bartholo. God forbid I ſhou'd do thee fo much yi 
. 
Roſina. You vex me by ur Og 
Bartholo. As a Reparation for my Fault, receive 
this Mark of my Confidence ; I'm going to ſee poor 
Marcelina, whom that Knave Figaro (1 don't know | 


why) let Blood in the Foot to Day—— Won't you 
come with me? | 


Roſina. I will follow you in a Moment, 
 Bartholo, Come, my Darling, ſince the Peace is 

made between us, give me thy Hand to ſeal it; if 
thou can't but love me, how happy wilt thou 
be 

Raſina. If you could but pleaſs me, how I would 
love.you! 

Barthole, I will leads thee, my Duck; I will 
pleaſe thee ; believe me, I will pleaſe thee, [ Exit. 


SCE NE 
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SC EN of r 
| Rogina obſerving bits go, cries out, 


Ah! Linder, he ſays he b 3 me]! 1 wil 
read this Letter, which had like to have cauſed me ſo 
much Trouble. Oh! I've read too late; he 1 
me to have an open Quarrel with my Guardi 7 
I have juſt let an excellent one eſcape me! he : 
Was his Letter I felt my Bluſhes Lt Ah! r 
Guardian, is right, I am very far from havin (hat. 
t and en of the World paring, tO N 
omen through ſo K. many Difficulties; but . 
ceſſity and a Tyrant would make Innocence itſelf out- 
plot a Machiavel . 412 [CE e 


e 


SCENE I. 
BazTHoLo alme and diftreſi'd. 


Win a Temper ! What A Temper q 1 thought 
ſhe was appeaſed ; who the Devil now could 
put it in her Heal to take no more Leſſons of Don 
| Bazile? She knows to be ſure I have charg'd him to 
ſettle every Thing neceſlary for our Wedding. [a Knock 
at the Door] Do all you can to pleaſe a Woman, if 
you omit one ſingle Trifle—l ſay only a Trifle — 
1 rn” Kak Who can be now a an 1 


S C E N E II. 


1 


Anter ( Couxr , dreſſed like a Batchelor of Arts. 


May Peace and Happineſs e'er dwell within theſe 


Walls! 
Bart bolo, abruptly. Ne' er was to me a Wiſh more 
deſirable ; What is your Will ? 


Count. Sir, my Name is Alonzo, Batchelor, li- 
centiate. 
© Bartholo, I have no need of a Preceptor. 
Count. A Pupil of Don Bazile, Organiſt of the 
Grey Friars and black Nuns, who has the Honour to 
teach la Signora 

HBaribolo. ” Bazile! Or Ty Who has the. Honour! 
L know it; but to your k uſineſs. 


Count. | 


* #5, , 


8 


of an Impoſtor — 
tery ! compoſe 1 if you can, aud let's bear 


40 Me Barber of Sxvicis: 


Count. afide What a Man, A ſudden Illneſs has 
confin'd him to his Bed. 
_ Barthols. Baxile confin'd to his Bed 11 am glad he 
ſent, P11 this inſtant go and ſee him. 
Count aſide. The Devil When I ſaid to his Bed, 
dir, I meant only to his Room. 
Bartholo. No Matter, let his Indiſpoſition bs ever 


ſo trifling, III go inftantly and viſit him, go tell him 


| fo, I'll follow you. 


Count perplex d. I was only commiſſion'd, Sir, but 


pray can no one hear us? 
Barthsb afide. This man has all the appearance 
No, Sir, there needs no Myſ- 


what you have to ſay. 


Court aſide. What afly old Villain !—Don Bat 


deſired me to inform you 
Barthbalo. Speak louder, for I am deaf. of one 7 
Count, raiſi ng. his Voice. Oh, moſt willingly, that 

Count Almaviva, who lodges in the Squate- "Ie 
Bartbolo frightened. Speak lower, ſpeak lower! 


Count, Hill louder, Has left his Lodgings mY 


Morning, and as it was me, ona had inform'd him 
that Count Amaviva 


Baribolo. Speak lower; 1 pray you will freak 


lower. 


Count, in the ſame ben: Way in this Pown* and 


J have diſcover d that Signora Rana has rote to 
Bi; © 

Barth!l1,, Wrote to him, did you y! 1 My dent 
Friend ſpeak lower, I beſeech you] let us fit n 


and talk without reſerve on this gr ra you * you 


have diſcover'd that Rona 


Count, haughtily. Certain! 1 have ! Bazile uneaſy 


on your account, at this Diſcovery, deſired me to 


few you her Letter, W the eee yup? pe Z 


me- vx 


Bartholb. Par FINE. s ſake” care” be angry for 


1 meant no Oeger bur rode cannot $44 ſpeak 
mote 


2 
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more re ſoftly ? I have mene Reaſons for making 
you this Requeſt. 


Count. Why, 1 thought you faid you were deaf of 
one Ear. 

Baribolb. Oh pardon, . me, Signgr Alonzo, 
If I receiv'd you with Coldneſs and Diſtruſt; but 1 
am ſo n with the Snares of deſigning Men, 
-—— and then your Figure, Age, Manner, Air, in 
ſhott, your whole Perſon-wou'd juſtify Suſpicions in 
2 Stranger, which I hope you'll . you 

ſay you ſaw the Letter? | 

unt. Make no further Apologies © ks fatiay'd, 
bir, but are you ſure no one can hear us? ; 
Baribolo. Alas! who ſhould ? all my a are 
laid up: Ro/ina flown to her Room in a Paſſion: 
ſome Evil Genius has certainly turn'd my Houſe 
topſyturvy : but to be more certain, III go and aſe 
furs nN no one is near. A 
goes ſoftly to Roſina's Derr. ] 

Count . What a gene have I now got into 
and how ſhall I avoid ſhewing the Letter! to retreat; 
I might as well not have come. If I could but inform 
Roſina of it; the ſhewing it would be a Maſter piece. 
Bartholo, returns on Tiptoes. She's ſitting near the 
Window, Reading | the Letter I broke open from her 
Couſn vou 1 now with all ſafet * * "ws 
| he's, —— 

Count gives him Roſinz' $. Litter. Hers! it 18. 
[afide] be er miſtook my Letter, for her 
Couſin' n 

* Bartholo reads. '. © Sinch you have inform'd me 
„ of your Name and Condition” How trea- 
cherous! Pm certain tis her Hand writing. 32 | 

Count, fs ighten'd. You ſhould, ſpeak toftly. 

Bartbolo. What Obligations am I under ? FI 

Count. Forbear mentioning at preſent . when every 

Thing is cver you may then from the Buſineſs 
Don Bo zile is now upon with a Lawyer. 
Bartbolo. With a Lawyer! tis concerning my Mar- 


rage, 
4 G Count. 


a The Barber AS VII ux. 


Coum. No Doubt it is, he deſired me to tell you 
every 1 hing wou d be "ny, to- moirow 3 if ne n 


17 obſtinate. 

Barthols. She certainly Sill. 

"Count. wants to take back the Letter, Bartholo.; Puts 
it ub. Now is the Time; to ſerve you; well produce 
her Letter, and if. neceſſary ¶ with a myſlerious Lok] 
il even ſay! that I had it from a Woman to whom 
the Count made a Sactiſice of it; you conceive that 
Shame, Confuſion, and 8 pight, Tay: Ni oe: M- 
rectly to 

Baribulo laughing. What Calaway: 1 am now 


| fatisfied, my Friend, *twas:Don:Bazile. ſent. you, but 


that it might not deem concerted, wou d it not be 
better, ſhe firſt were acquainted.with you? 

* Count endiauouring to cunceal his Fey. Don Bazile 
thought i it would have been better; but how can we 
do that? it is ſo late and there is ſo little Time left. 

Burtholo. I fiall fay he ſent you to mY her a Lef . 
fon, you can do that no Doubt! _ 

Count. There is nothing but vil do to ie, you, 
but take cafe ſhe does not ſuſpect any Thing; for 
the ſtale Story of a "app" Maſter. is common: in 
ay Play. 


HBartholo. My introd ng you to her can. RY 20 


Soſpieion of the Kind; you have more the Appear- 
ance of a Lover in Dif guiſe, than an officious Friend. 


Count. "Really ! do * think ** Rs Dar can 


favourthe Derek T. $1: 1 
Bartbolo. 1 wou'd ay any Wager, the no Know- 
ing Ones might be miſtaken by it; beſides, ſhe is 


horridly out of Humour this Evening; however if 


ſhe cou'd but ſee you=— her Harpſichord is in this 
Cloſet, amuſe yourſelf hilt! So try 9 Means 
to bring her hither. 
Count Beware not to mention the Letter to 99 
Baribolo. No, not till it is Time to do it, it wou'd 
: be without mer a a Hint t. to me 1s — Exit. 
5 32 $i rs. -SRGENE 


. 


wt id 


Baribelp. oPrithes,! my .L 
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? 7 


8 0 * * Z nt. 


en Un Couur oe 


Now I am TEL How bard it it is to eat 0 with. 1066 
Man ? ah, Figaro knows him well; the being forc 
to tell ſo many L* made me act very 1 ug 
then bis Eyes ar are ſo watchful ! that ira had In & 
been Wige with the Thought of 4 8 the 
Letter, I own I muſt have decamp'd and ſhoul have 
look'd like a Fool ! but I think J hear them quarrel- 


ling. if ſhe; ſhou'd.. perſiſt i in not leaving. th the Room 


el liſten— ſhe wy to come, 100 now 2 


the Fruit of my Stratagem i goes again to liſten 
Oh ſhe's now. t A 7 "ſhew myſelf fo 


SOR HR * L in 45 ae 
* © KE * TY . 
1 iQ 5: Roa i in d aur kahn. 


141 al you cant 3 Sir, is to Au mY 1 
henr no more of Muſie, 1 0 


Pupil . be pe * aded, 

or Hen 'F rien 75 Ba 
Sign he 1 che choſen to bebe ef. of aur f tn Reels 
attend ty ee Mage ys Film. ty" Sou, I aſſure 


thee ab tov N 
Vil „ Tis in Vain go, think ce it; 3 * 171 ſing.to 
Nig pray where. is that Muſic M- 75 you, fo 
much fear to ſend; back ? VII ſoon $a) bout 
his Buſineſs, as well $iBazile bertel 1 bir e 
ſcreamsi Ah 1 - 
HHaribala. W a hagen a to you, bid: 

Roſina preſſing her Hands to ber Bofom man 8. Hoticn. 
. On fer Sic 33105 fon v1 

mia id nu B tale 
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 Bartholo, 1 fear ſhe will faint, Signor Alonzo / 
i 1 2 Oh, no—1 am not fainting, but in turn · 

g, O 

JS You ſtrain'd your Ankle, Madam. 

Rofina. Yes, | have ftrain'd my Ankle, and have 
ww myſelf terribly. _ . 

Count. Oh, 1 perceiv 4 it, Madam. e e 

© Rofma hoking 4 the Count. © The Pain 1 felt,. went 
to my Heart. 2 

 Barthols. ASeat, a Seats 2: what, not an yr Chair 


uns mn 


in the Room! ; 1 Lees bf one. 


Ab, Rofima't 5 mw _ 127 
Fans. What Imprugenee ? 


Count. 1 have 7 A Te r of eve 


5 


bs tell you. | 
* But he will not leave us. ne 
Count, Figaro will come to our Aftahce,” 8 
- Bartholo brings an Arm-Chair. Here Balz ſit 


| Phe: tis not likely Signor ſhe can take a Leſſon this 


Evening, it muſt be for another time, farewell. 
Rofina to the Count. No wait, wo 


eas d. 


7 Bartholo, I acknowledge I was Sarong to Dit. 
pute with you, dir, will j imitate you. in 2 154 imme- 
diate amends by=— — ent 


Bartholo,” Oh the beſt natur'd' of Women! but 


after having ſuch a Fright, I will not ſuffer you 
Child to make the eat . Night, 


Signor, good Night. mo 


*Roſma to the Count. Stop # Moment I pray. 
To. Bartholo. I ſhall think you won't oblige m me, it 


; Fond prevent me from ſhewing You, oy tiny" 17 


effon, how ſorry I am fto—— 
Count to Bartholo. If you take my Advice, you 


will not oppoſe her inclination, /*- * # 


Barthola. I have done my Lamb, and am 0 far 
from diſobliging thee, that” 1 will fy while: thou 


tak ſt thy Leſſen. 


Rofina, Do not conſtrain yourſelf, Sir, 15 kns 
a to you Muſic has no Charms. 


Pain 1 is a little 


8 1 
«a. = 9 


F 
1 
v 
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Barth Believe, me "thy Voice ill enchant me 

to Night. mg 01 VV 
Rofina 92 to the Cone.) I'm on ah Rack. 
Count takes 4 piece -af Ae Is this What you 


wou'd ſing, Madam? 


Rofina. Oh , Ves; 'tis a Slang; Nause in e La- 
bour in Vain. 

Bartbolo. Nothing but Labigur in Vas. K 

Count. Tis the neweſt Piece we — N Is 
Jugs % Spring, that” 5 "oy e you try it, 

adam 


Roſina, 3 at the Count. With. great t Plafure— 


An Image of Spring is to, me raviſhing ; tis the 
Bloom of Nature leaving Winter; the Heart ſeems 


to acquire a higher Degree of Senſbiltty: ds the 
Raptures of a poor Slave, that bas long experienced 
— Hardſhips of Bondage, when the Charms of 
Liberty. are offer'd him. 


Bartbolo, in a low Voi ante, oy ;; Count. Her Head i is 


2 full of romantic Notions. 


Count. Do you feel the Force of their Application? 
1; Barthale, Do I feel them.! [aſide] Damnation! 
[goes and ey in the Arm Choir Neft ina ets in. 
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A if i ſee on W ig Plaine... "4" 6 
Gay Spring appears I And once a ainn 
Toung Cupid comes with jocund 1 rain 1 
. To Nature he new Life imparts 


While Fruits, and Flow'rs, and Lovers Hearts | 3 


All feel his pow'rful pleaſing Darts. 
All Nature now ſeems Ghearfuf glad, and gay, 
Save poor Linder... who: caſts no Thought away; 
Nor does he harbour one within his Breaſt, 

Save how to make the möch- 0 d 9 bleſt. 
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Whilſt ſhe returns hisardent Love,; A 

With Smiles rewards her Lindor's ban: 

1 like theſe muſt ſutely prove A 
A Guardian's Labour is in Han. een tian 


1 two Hearts are ons] in ones) 
By Cupid join'd, by Venus bleſt) fr gd 
Too rm the ered yu tobe: ue 


1 


F I” 
"(4% "WET yt Em 


n The Muſic. is de i charming; and 2'Sihoi 
has executed it with ſuperior Skill. 

 Rofing,' You flatter me, Sir; the Prajfe-i wholly 
dives wy Miſter. © A lo moo 

Barthols,” Yawning, I W 1 tio ed u little 


during this fine Piece; 1 have my Patienits;” and am 


oblig c to rum here and there; fas in _ a — Te 
Then as ſoon as I ſet Too A 5 9 yp 


Limbs— | „ and pur th 2 85 


: Reina, in a bow Pac bunt. I Mato does 
ie 38 
| Cont,” 10 E Ne, in 4 avs Voice.” eee "ons the 


Time. 243 EE” „ mY 4 


Barthols. But, Batchelor, I bins x. -defired 


Don Bazile to teach her Songs which are' more gay 

than thoſe grand"Compoſitiohs which go from one 

End of the Harpſichord to the other, drawling he, 

bo ha, ha, haa, and-are/like ſo many faneral-Dirges 
hen I* WAS 5 „ theteewert lively little Bongs, 

which were ea 

pd for Example. UW" 
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[ During the Repetition be fings, ſeratching his Heads 


and napping Os Fingers, and akin bis Knees, 
| as of dancing. 
42 the Count. It is Nee in the gung 3 but 1 


to render it more agreeable and ſuitable to my 1 
Circumſtances, I chang'd.it for tta 8. [laughs] 
Ha! Ha! Ha 2 tl e t it the Tune? 


4 laughing. Hal | Hal Hal Excellent at indeed! 


A 0 E N E V. 
Fioan⁰ at the End dof the Stage. | 
g be the Whale of the. CATCH. 
be RET M. 
ey a Begin \Refonetre 


Buy a Huſband for a Pet ;j— 
There's ane now, een in this ae 


82 


Who will make a charming Spouſe; 1 


4 He 8 no ſighing Swain, tis true, 5 
Vet not the ae, my Girl, for 90; a 
© He's a buxom, jovial Wight,” EN 
Not one made to ſhock'the Sig ht; 3. 1 
And remember what they h, ” 
3 All Cats i in the Night are grey.” 


[ts ſinging the Burden of 'the Soups * a a ui 


garo mimicks him behind his Back. He's a Buxom, &c. 


¶ Perceiving the Barber. Oh]! Come in, come in, 
Mr. Barber Lou are a pretty Fellow indeed. 
- Figaro, bowing. Indeed, tis what my Mother bis 


often told me formerly; but V'm-greatly alter'd fince 


that Time. { Aſide to the Count. Bravo, my Lord-— 
[ Drring all this Scene the Count endeavours to ſpeak to 
Roſina; but the ever-watchful-Eye of the Guardian 
| prevents tham; ꝛubieh forms a- dumb Scone between 

all the Actors, A 17 10 > gy" Nen Fi — 
ada end'the 09 2001955 26S | 

| wn Boral. 


194 
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 Barthole.” Are you come to diſturb all my Servants 
again rich your Lancet and Drugs? 


Figaro. Oh | Every day is no Holiday nor bel al- 
ways 1 for ſuch Undertakings; but not to men- 


tion my daily Aſſiduity, you muſt de ſenſidle, Sir, that 


when an Opportunity offers to do 7p ri * 
Zeal does not wait for Orders. 5 


Bartbolo. Your Zeal don't wait? —- What ill vou 


fay of your Zeal to that poor Fellow who yawns and 


ſleeps as he ſtands ; and the other, who for theſe three 
Hours ſneezes enough to ſhiver his Pericranium; and 


ſhatter his Brains to Atoms f—What will.you ſay to 


them t 


Figaro. What wi will 1 fay to them ? , 
Baribolo. Ay. : 


Figaro. Why, ru ſay to him that "OE God 


; bleſs) you; and go to bed, to him that yawns. Won't 


that be proper ? I am ſure atleaſt i it will neither hurt 
them, nor ſwell your Bill. 9 1 


Bartholo. No truly, but Bleeding and Medicines 
would, if I were Fool enough to pay for them.—It 


was out of Zeal too, I ſuppoſe, that you wrap'd up 
my blind Mule's Head with your Cataplaſm. 


Figaro. Well, if that does not reſtore her Sight, 
you . ſay tc will make her loſe 1 
Bartbolo. If I ſee that Article on your Bill 4 
I'll ſubmit . no ſuch Impoſition. 

Figaro. By 865275 Sir, there's but ſmall Choice 

between a Fool and a' Madman, and where I can't 
get Profit, I'll at leaſt have | Amuſement ; let's be 
merry while we may, God knows whether the World 
will ſtand a Month longer. 
Bartholo. You had better, Mr. Loglciad, ons at- 
tempting to bamboozle me: and pay me my hundred 
Piaſters, with Intereſt, which you owe me. 

Figaro. Do you doubt my Honour, Sir 1 — 


rather owe them you all my Life than once deny it. 


Bartholo. Pra "tell me how did your little Girl like 
the Sugar Plurnbe you carried home to her? 
* We Plumbs do you mean Pp J b. 
Bart 0 


ne 


Fraternity, 
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Barthils. Thoſe Sugar Plumbs you carried Hilo 


to her in a Sheet of Writing paper. N 


Figaro. The Devil take me if. 


Roſma, interrupting him. I hope yo did not . 
get Figaro to tell her I ſent them ve you repeat- 


l ed Charge to do ſo. 


Figaro. Aye; aye, the Sugar Plumbs this Morning : 
I am the moſt ſtupid Blockhead that ever was, it had 


quite flip'd my Memory, oh! they were ee 
ne liked them mightily. 


Bartholo. Recollect you rfelf, Mr. Barber, 70 have 


began an incomparable Rafa 


"Figaro, What Buſineſs, pray Sir? 

Barthold. By which you'll acquire a fine Character. i 

Figaro. VN defend % Sif— 

| Barthole. Say you'll deſerre it, Sie = 

Figaro. As you pleaſe, Sir. | 

"Barthalo. You take the Matter in a very thigh 
80 , but know that when I diſpute with an igno- 


: tant Fellow I always maintain my Point. 


 Figato turning his Back on him. In this we differ, 


for in that Caſe I always give up mine. 


Bartbolo. Ba! what's that he ſays, Batchelor ? 
Figaro. You imagine 1 preſume you have to deal 
with ſome Country Barber, who packs up his Know- 


8 ledge in his Razor-Caſe ? but know, Sir, that I 
have work'd with my Pen in e and had not 
envious People 


Bartholo. Why did You leaus it, and come here to 
take up a new Traded 

Figaro. One does the beſt one can, put yourſelf in 
my Place, 

Bartholo. I ſhould talk very 1 if I were 


Figaro think you don't make a bad Beginning as 


it is, I'll appeal for that to your Brother Balor, 


wb ſtands there in Conten plation. 


Count recollecting nn 6 am not of the 
3 


. 
". 
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7 No: : I beg Pardon, but, ſeeing you. here 
in Conference with the Doctor, I imagin'd Four 
Purſuits were the ſame. 
Bartbolo in a paſſon. To ha: done. with. your 
Impertinence, pray what Buſineſs brings you here— 
have you any Letters to daliver- to n 
muſt I leave the Room? 


Figaro. How harſhly you treat your Deyendants ! 


why, Sir, I am come to ſhave yOu: is not this er: 


da 
A Vou mah call again 3 and a 
Figaro. That's impoſſible! To- morrow the whole 
| Gang is to be purg' d, I have by my intereſt ob- 
tain'd the Jobb, and | leave you to judge, if I have 
Time to loſe —— Will you ſtep into your dealing 
Room? 
Baoartbolꝛ. No, Sir, I do not chuſe to go. in my 
| dreſſing Room, why can't you ſhave me here) 
Rojina, with diſdain. You, are really very civil, 
why ſurely you wou'd not be ſhav'd in my, Aub. 
ment? 15 
Burtholo. Nay, my 1 don: t be angry: 
have your Leſſon to finiſh, and I am unwilling to Joſe 
an Inſtant the Pleaſure of hearing you. 


* aro to the Count, in a low Vor T here will * no | 


getting him from hence. Come Sprightly, Youth Mull, 
bring the Baſon, Water and every thing n for 
your Maſter's ſhaving. 
Bartbelo. Your calling them will be to ſome Pur- 
poſe to be ſure, when you forced them to their Bed 
by your Ceviliſh Medicines. \ 
Figaro. Well then I'Il wait en myſelf, 3 are not the 
things in your Chamber ? 
him out of the Room. _ 
HBartholo unties a Bunch of Ke „and as if upon  ſecind 
- Thoughts. No, no, III go myſelf. {to the Count low. 
Have an Eye pe him 1 bade i Aa 
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8 CENE VI, 


The fame Agtors, Bis 13/369 4 chi no | ö 
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Figaro. What a fine Opportnnlty i is fen He was 


1 oing to give me the Keys—ls not that of the Jea- 0 
8 Foul among them? | 
IM na. Ves; tis $ the neweſt of all. j 

le Th, te . b 

b- SCENE Vu. 567 j 

ve i b 

9 Barthel, e owdivefs 1 I-doti'einow whit Lo 1 
thinking of, to leave the Room while this curſed Bar- 

9 ber is in it! [gives him the Bunch of Key In my | 

Cloſer upon the Bureau; but don't touch any Thing. L 

il, Figaro. A Plague upon you, Sir; ydu are ſo | 

t- ſuſpicious, that to do it would be a good Action. 5 bh 

[to the Count, * ide. See how Heaven protects Inno- | 1 

DU cence. ELL | . 

le #4 | 8 1 

49 | 

* in ns Rey to the Com. 

4 That; 18 the Raſcal who carried her Letter to the 

E Coupe. | S663 fron grotto 

. Count, low to him. He b very knaviſh look. 

_ Baribalo. He ſhall not catch me again. 

5 Count. I believe, as to that, he Ras — his wal. 

1 Baribolo. All things conſidered, I thought it ſafer 

. © ſend him to my Soom than leave him dane with 

ie, er. 5 4 0 „AI 


Count. I un have taken Care to hear every Word 


my hou 4 have ſaid to each other. 
| H 3 EReoſina. 
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Roſina. You are very polite; Gentlemen, to whiſ- 
Fer continually; and my Leſſon — 
ee Noi ſe of Re? China i is 22 
Bartho!o ſcreams. What Noiſe is that? This hel- 
liſh Barber has throwh every Thing I have down 
Stein, . * bets den Piece of China F 
{SST} dagen satt 6 er on 


e 44 [ "CS {£3 Y 44 ra he; ? oY 
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| Count, Let us * won ur e of the precious In- 
ſtant, which Figaros Policy has proofired us; allow 
me to Night, I conjure you, a Moment's Conference 
indiſpenſably neceſſary to ſecure you from ta dl 
of which you are on the Brink, „ 
aſina. Ah] Lindan! 

Count. I can climb up to your 8 > 2s 7 the 
Letter I received from you Pug ee I Was 
IE oblig' dere. een, io ghar: 


BED» Ko 370 8 


SCENE 7 


Enter Fiokno: and bunter. 


Bart holo. 1 was Har mijakep, every thing i is broke 
to ſhatters. 
Figaro. See the great Misfortune here's ſo- "WH 
Noise about !—It's as dark as Pitch ou the Stairs, — 
[ Shewing the Key to-the Count] oh Lwas mania vr, 
| my Sleeve caught ona Key. 
+ Barthelo,. Hooked. by a Key! 1 5 ſhould We 
taken better Cere; but ed ever are Wondeffely 


handy in © 3% Wy 
Her, F ai, Sir, you nd look for one that 


ore We 0” 15 14 '$ 4 1. i 1 * 4 l 84 1 ET ; "A 
7 „ Pf: . 5 6 1 
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SCENE XI. 
Ener * Bank. 


* ina, 8 aide. Don Bazilel 

"Count, afide. Heavens! 

Figaro, aſide. H his is the Devil. 

Bartholo goes to meet him. Ah} My dear Friend, i 
am glad to fee you ſo well recovered ; your IIIneſs was 
of no long Continuance : Signor Alonzo alarm'd me 
greatly on your Account.” Aſk him if I was not 
juſt coming to make you a Viſit, if he had not ſtopt 


Baile amaz 4. Signor Alonzga ! | 6 wry 
Figaro, Aamping with his Foot. Always ſome Delays; 6 


two Hours Attendance for « one paltry n YN Rar a 


tireſome Cuſtomer! 


_ Baxzile, looking around. Will yau do me the Fa- 


vour to tell me the Gentleman? 
Hgaro. You will have full Leizure dich: I am 
8 

5 Bazile. But at leaſt T may 


bun. Lou — hold your Tongue; do you 1 


poſe you can tell Signor 25 any T hing he does 
ot already, know—l told him you Ent me to give a 
ſin ging Leſſon in your Stead. 
" Bazile, more ERS: A Leſſon of Singing! — 
Alonzo « ö | 
Roſina, aſide to Basil. Can't * Jon bold your 
Tongue 5 | 5 
Baxile. And e 
Count, lot to Bartholg. Whiſper to bim; that we 
have ſettled the Plan. 


Bartholo, to Baxile, afide.. Do not contradi& us, or 
1 he is your Pupil, it would ſpoil all. PANE 


,  Bazile. Ah! Ah! 2s 
 Barthols, alvud. It's impoſlible to find a Perſon ber 
ſeſs'd of more Talents than our . 
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Baile, ftupefied. Than my Pupil! —— [1] I 
came to tell you the Count has left his Lodgings. 
Bartholo, low. I know it be ſilent. 
Baile, low. Who told you ſo ? 
Barthol), low. Why him, to be ſure. 
Count, low. : was 25 to be ſure - Do you ny 
liſten. 
| Kojima, PO. 1 8 Hs! you find it 19 difficult to 
hold your Tongue? 
Figaro, low, to Bazile. Hut! Great Booby—He 
is deaf. 
Bazgile aſi ide. Who the 7 is it they would cheat 
here! Every one is in the Secret ! 
Barthalb aloud. Well, Bazile And the Lawyer 1 
Figaro. You will habe all the Evening to talk ef | 
your Lawyer. ; 
| Bazile, bewildered. About Fu Lawyer | mY 
Count, ſmiling. You haye not ſeen the Lawyer 5 
. out of Patrence. Why, no, 3 95 ſeen. 
the Lawyer. = 
Count, to Bartholo , aſh fide. What, wou; dy you haye bim 
explain himſelf here before her ? Try, to 1 bend hi him 
away. 
HPartholo, low, to the Count, You are in the Ri 
. Bazile] But the ſudden Illneſs with, ng, 
you were ſeized—Of what Nature . 
| Baxile, in a Paſſion. I don't underſtand you. ee Span 
P Count, flipping a Purſe in 8 Hand. Ves, Signor 
arthola aſks; ou venture abroa n your e- 
ſent bad State f a 15 K 5 r | 
Figaro. He is as pale as Death. | 
Bazile. Oh! I underſtand. 
Count. Go to Bed, my dear Ws. u are 
well, and e are alarm' d yo ſee. you, look Fu ill: rub 
to Bed, 
„ He His Countenance is totally 8 "hgh 
Bartholo. He has a Feyer one cou'd Timell, at 2 
League s Diſtance. 
Roſina. Tis ſaid Feyers are infeftions 5 did 
you come here ?—Pray go to Bed. 
| "BW, in the * . I go to Bed! 83 


All the Actor bor: Certainly, Mt: 
Baile, looking round at them. Truly, Gentlemen, 
I believe I had better retire; for I am not by any 
Means at Eaſe at preſent, 

Barthilo. Tomorrow, I hope, if you a are better— 

Count. Baxile, I will call on you very early. 
Figaro. Take my Advice, get into a warm Bed as 
jo as poſſible 

 Rofina. Good Night, Mr. Bazile. 

Bazile, to himſelf. The Devil take me if I com- 
prehend what they 2 mean, and was it not for this 
Purſe —— 

All. Good Night, Bazile—good Night. 
HBaxile, going, Well then, ſince it muſt be ſo, good 

Night. [Exit They all conduct him laughing 
to the Side of the Scenes. | 


SCENE Al. 

Barthelꝛ, with an Air of Conſequence. That Man | is 
ſar from being well. 

| Kojima. His Eyes look quite wild. 

Count, The Night Air has certainly hurt him. 

Figaro. Did you obſerve how he mutter'd to him- 
ſelf? What frail Mortals are we]! [to Bartbalo] Are 
you ready : 4 [puſhes the Arm Chair from the Count, 
| and offers the ſhaving Clitb. 

Grant, Before I conclude, I muſt tell you,. Senor, 
_ ſomething very eſſential to your Progreſs in the Art 


which I have the Honour of teaching you. 


[draws nearer, and whiſpers to ber. 
Bartbele, to Figaro. But you place yourſelf directly 
before me; as if on Purpoſe to prevent my ſeeing. © 

Count, eftly to Rojina. We have the Key, and 

will be here at Midnight, | 
 Figars puis the Clth round Bartholi's Neck. What 
wou'd you ſee? Was't a dancing Lefſon well and 
7 good ; but you don't hear with your Eyes, do you ? 
Ny ay.— 


Barthols. 


/ 


ys | 1 Banker of Su vi bi. 


Barthals. What's the Matter ? | 

Figaro. I don't know what has got into my Eye. 

_ [Puts his Head clyſer. 
| Bartholo. Don't rub it. 

Figaro. Here, tis my fe, pray do me the Favour to 
blow in it. 

[L Bari bol takes hold of Eiguro- s Head, and looſs over 
at; puſhes him violently, and goes to liſien to the 
Lovers Converſation.  _ 

Count, low, to Raſina. As to your Letter, I found 
ſo many Obſtacles to my ſtaying here - 

Fi 22505 to give them Notice. Hem ! Hem! 

Cine: And fearful this new Diſguiſe ſhou' d be ren- 
dered ſeleſs- 

Bartbolo, flepting between 'em. This new Diſguiſe 
| ſhou'd be render'd uſeleſs |! 

Roſma, frighten'd. Ab! 

Bartholo, Very well, Signora, don't conſtrain your- 
ſelf. What in my Preſence, before my * to in- 
jure me ſo groſsſy! ' 

Count. What is the matter with you Signor = 

Bartholo. T reacherous Alonzo 1 _ 

Count. Indeed, Signor Bartholo, if you — take 

ſuch Vagaries as this I have juſt been a Witneſs to, 
I am not ſurpris'd at the Averſion Si Tone Roſina ſhews 
at the Thought of becoming your We. 

Raſina. 1 become his Wife! To paſs my Hours 
with a jcalous Dotard, and waſte my youthful Days 

of ſoy and Pleaſure in Slavery and Confincment ! 

HBartholo. What do I hear ? i 

Roſina. Ves, aloud 1 ſay it, my Hand, my Heart 

ſhall be for him who frees me from this deteſted priſon, 
where my Perſon and my Fortune are detain'd againſt 
all Lays both. human and divine, © it. 


SCENE 


$CENE XU. 


Bartholo I am choak d with Rage. 

Count. Indeed, Sir, it's 2 A that a young 

oman— - - 

Figaro. Yes, a great Age and a young Wife per- 

plex an old Man conſoundedly. 

Bartholo. How! when I catch her in the Fact! 
Curſed Barber !—T have a great Mind to—— 

Figaro. El be gone, for he is mac. 8 

Count. So will pon Honour he's mad. 

Figaro, Oh! He is mad! He is, mad as a March 
Hare, fore Heaven! [Both exit. 


3 


SCENE xiv. 


St \ BaxtHoLo alone Pa oe 

K. am mad 1 Eh! 7 Curſed Procurers! Satan's 
bn, of which you have here filled the Office ! 
MY he tear you Limb, from Limb 1—I'm mad !—I 
ſaw it as plain 1 I do that Muſick Book, and to den ny 


Niger faSioully. !—Oh ! Bazile alone c n explain th 


yitery—PI God for him——Holloa ! Who's there? 
Ah 2055 I forgot I have nobody here. —Neighbours . 
—Oh! any ody |—No. Matter ——lt's e ough to 
turn one's Benin llt 8 * to HP e Fun in 
good earneſt | ity ü 
. il During theſe tr das * 8 cene grows. [8 the 
- Noiſe of a Storm is. heard, and the, Orcheftr 
Plays, — Storm Piece i in the Muſic 
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SCENE L, 


3 244 : 4 ' # 


BaxTuoys, and Don Barts with , a dirk Fantgorn. 


* BY Thel (thi Stage is dark.) | 


113. k 


you ſay you do not know him Baxile? can chat 
be poſſible i T- 

Baile. You may repeat the Queſtion an hundred 
Times if you pleaſe z but I'm ſure I can give you no 
other Anſwer, if he gave you Roſina's Letter he is 
_ doubtleſs one of the Count's, Cabal, were I to judge 
from the magnificence of his Preſent, I ſhou d ſh = 
it was the Count himſelf. n 

© Barthols. That's true, how came 2 to accept his 
| preſent? | Fa 

"Bazile, You ſcern*d'to conſent, I was no ways in the 
Secret, and in difficult Caſes, a Purſe of Gold is to 
me an unanſwerable Argument; ;, beſides the Proverb 
| fa ys, that which is good to take is good to— LAT, 

aba. I underſtand you, is good — AR 

Bazile. To keep. 9650 

 Bartholo. How, how l- 

Baxile. Oh, I have improv'd many old proverbs, by 
ths moſt trilling g Alteration, bur to Buſineſs; ; what have 
you reſolv d on, _ 

Bartholo. In my Place, wou'd not you try every 
effort to poſſeſs ber? 

Baxile. No, in truth, Iwou'd not, 52 ſome wou'd 
be dangerous, and after all mere Poſſeſſion is a ſmall 

; Benefit ; 


3, 


Benefit; tis enjoyment which in my Opinion, yields 
Pleaſure, and to marry a Woman in your Caſe with 
4 dut being ſure of her Aﬀections would be expoſing 

urſelf to 1 

Bartbolo. You wont fear SG — 
. Bail. Why really from the Multitudes there avs 
been this year, it muſt be a prevalent Faſhion ; I vow 
| I wou'd not force her Inclinations. 
Bartholo. I am your moſt obedient, Wo I will 
' fooner hazard hanging for her ben die for want of 
attempting her.. | 
Baile. Oh, if your Life i is at Stake, marry her, 
Doctor, marry her. 
Bartholo And ſo I will this wry Night, 
Bazile. Remember when you mention them to your 
Ward; to paint them as black as Hell. 
Bartbolo. PII take your advice. 

Bazle. Wi ee Ben Calumny is is our Sheet 
Anchor. __- 

Bartholo. Here's s Roh na's Letter, which Alonzo gave 
me, and he without Intention fo to ww ſhew'd me 
the Uſe I ſhou'd make of it, 

Baxile. Adieu, we will all be here | in a Quarter of 
an Hour —— | 

| Bartholo. Why not 8 

Bazile. It's impoſſible, our 1 is engaged. 

Bartholo. Every other Buſineſs ought to give Way | 
when a Marriage is in the Cafe. 

Bazile. But it ſeems the Barber Fer g Niece 
is to be married to Night. 

Bartholo, Figaro's Niece ! he has no- Niece that I 
know of. | 

Bazile, That's what the Lawyer told me. 

© Bartholo. That Knave is in the Plot: and! an 
as ſoon truſt the Devil! 

Baxile. And cou'd you think? | 

Bartholo. Aye, any Thing! to ay the Truth my 
Friend theſe People alarm me much; go back to the 
bs and "uy him back wah a wi ory all Diſ- 

Da patch 
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patch be uſed to . every ting that . ſet me 
ati Baſe. 16777 of bf 

_ Baxile. It e a Heaven: and Fart whu'd 
come together, but nothing ſhall Wr 0 
your ?—where-are you going? 

Bartholb. To candũct you to the Door; F for Eger, 
has laid up all my Servants; Jam quite akine here. 

Baxile. Give Vounfelf no Tau I mand my 
Lamborn: : 

Baribolo. Hake my Cloak, Bunidley L 1 wait your re- 
turn, and keep Watch, and let who will knock, my 
Doors this Night mall not be l to my Body, 
but to you and the Lawyer. 

— Baxila Rd r will N every Thing 


SCENE II. 


Rooma, alme, coming out of the Chamber. ant 


„ehe Lheard People ſpeak, tis paſt Midnight, and 
Linder does not come; the Storm and darkneſs of he 


Night favours, his Enterprize : ah, Linder, if you had 


deceived me—what noiſe is that? o Heaven' 8 tis 


my 12551 460þ 1 go i in. e e e -d\4 


8 0 E N E „ 


Barthols. Oh Ref ina | 7 as you are ves + yet tend to 
your: Chamber — \ 
Roſma. 1 am going. N % v9 17 
Bartholo. The Storm ib ſo violent you cob d not 
reſt; and I have — of the r n e e gh 
to inform you of. 
KRaſina. What wou'd yu hates Sit ? is not the 
Day of ſufficient Length for your-plaguing me? 
2 — I beg Refina, you will hearken to me. 
Foſina. I will hear you To- morro w. 
2 One Moment only 1 entreat FO: 8 


A COME Dv. 6 


* Rofona; If he.ſhou'd Tome neg. 
Haribo Laie her, her Later. 'Do. you know 
thig. as 6. 1 rr 
Roſina — at 4 12 On WRT x7 


' Barthble.\ I do not mean to load you wh x7" A 


proaches, þ Roſa, at your Age Error is ee * 
am your Friend: pray attend to me. ” 97 


Roſina. I can't ſupport it. 1 
Bartbolv. This Letter which you wrote = Count 


7 5 Almaviva,.. G 1011 


Roſina n To Cates Mane ?. 3 


Bartbolo. Judge what a Wretch he: is, no. IT 


does he get Poſſeſſion of it, than he makes uſe of it 
as a Trophy of his Victory, and to acquire another 


makes an immediate Sacrifice ol it an nen 


from whom I have it. 


a ' 1 


. Refina. The Count „ 


Baribola. Vou'Il hardly credit ſo FR A Piece. of 
Treachery ; 3. Inexperience Kygfima renders, your Say too 


confident and credulous, but you ſee the Snare that, 
was laid for you, the Woman told me all, perhaps 
with an Intention to free herſelf from ſo dangerous a 
Rival; I tremble' to think how deep the Plot was 
laid, Weben this Count Almaviva, Figaro and Alonzo, 
who pretended to be Pupil of Don Basile, but is an 
Agent of the Count, to draw you into an Abyſs of 
Ruin from which it wou 'd have been Impoſſible to 
ſave you. 125 


KRofina, overcome. What Horror !—Cou'd . 5 


cou d that young Man! n 
Bartholo, aſide. Ah! It's Tandy) 7 Ho 


Wy na. Was it then for Count Almaritva ? P Por, 


another! 


Barrbolo. That is is'w J what the told me, ln the g gave 


me your Letter. 
Kona. Oh! what an Inſult! But he ſhall be 
— d—You wiſh'd to marry me, Sir? 
Bartholo.. My dear Roſina, you know the Warmth 
of =y apr for you. 


Rofina. 


4 p 2 4 3 
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Ro 17 If you can hs ad ave! a N for: me, I 
Bara. I have ill the PINE and to convince: 
you of it, the Lawyer will be here to Nights 
Rofma. Alas] You don't know all Oh!. Hibwvens! 
Sure Tath ſufficiently humbled; this very Night he is 
to come, and to be certain of Admittance he has 
polieſs'd himſelf of the Key of this Jealouſie.. N 
Baribolo, looking at his Bunch of Keys. Oh! the 
Robbers Y dear Child, I'll not Jeave 4 e alone, 
on not a ſingle Inſtant: 22 9 
Roma. But if they ſhou'd cortie ard. 2 
Barthelo. Why that is poſſible, and in that Caſe ay 
wou'd eſcape” my Vengeance; go then up to Marce- 
| lind's Room, and double loek the Door,. l'll go for 
Aſſiſtance, and by watching them in from the Street 
be ſure to take them up for Houſe- breakers; and by 
that Means we ſhall at once be revenged and ſecured 
from their Attempts. Don't affliẽt JO my Love 
hall make you 2 ſaber. - e 3 


6 "Icy 


SCENE W. 


Ref ofina. Ok! Do but forget my a 4401 Alas 4 
his Love will make me ample amends to be ſure.— 
Wretched Rafina! What ſhall I do? [burſting into 
Tears] Lindor is juſt coming; I will ſtay, and if T 
can diſſemble with him for x few moments, till by at- 
tentive Contemplation of his Guilt, I learn to hate 
and deſpiſe thoſe Charms which won my Soul. 
Who could have thought it ? So 'bewitching an Air ! 
So noble a Figure ! A Voice ſo tender ! Every Thin 
combin'd to ferm a vile Seducer — Alas! alas ! -Oh! 
Heavens! Te are opening t the e 1 out. 


&1 7 n 
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VP "SCENE v. ; j 


The CounT and Ficars, wra 4 up in a great Chat, 
appear at the Window. 


Figaro ſpeaks from without. Someb ody ſe the Room a 


Shall I goin? 


Count from without. Was! it a Man „ 
Figaro. No. 1 


Count. It certainly was Roſma * have put to 


| Flight by your tremendous Appearance. 


| lieve i it. No Matter, ſince we have at! 


hat 8 worſe than all, Doctor * TH 


This is 


Haro, leaping into the Chamber. By m my Faith 1 be- 

t here in 

Spight of Thunder and Lightning, the Ja ny and 

Count, wraf'd up in a long Cloak. Lend me your 

Hand. Jumps in] The Vigory* + Ours, .. 5 
Figaro fangs off his Cloak. 1 am wet to the Skin— 

ne Weather for Fortune-hunting How do 


7 von like it, my Lord? 5 


above all other Arguments, if her Love proves ſuch 


Count, Lis delightful to a Lover. 

Figaro. Yes, but to a Confident and to gg al 
if we ſhould be caught here? _ 

Count, Am not I with you, my Fears ariſe 2 
another Cauſe, and that is, how ſhall we perſuade 
her to quit her Guardian's Houſe immediately ? 

Figaro, Whilſt you have on your Side for Advocates 
Yew of the moſt powerful Paſſions in Women, you 
need not fear, and you are certain of Love, Hate, 
and fear operating in your Favour— 

Count ſeeking in the dark. How ſhall we break i it 2 


teeny to her? that the Lawyer is ready at your 


Houſe to perfect the Marriage Settlements? She will 
think me very preſumptuous. _ 

Figaro. If ſhe taxes you with Preſumption, call her 
cruel; Women like mightily to be called cruel, and 


* 


- 64 Ne Barber of SEVIILE: 
as you wiſh, you will tell her who you are; ſhe then 
can have no further Doubts of your Sincerity. 
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Corr, RosrwA, Froaro lights Candle. 
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Count. Here comes my lovely Rn! 

| Roſma, in a compos'd Tone of Voice. I began, Sir, 
to apprehend you wou'd not comm. 

Count, Charming Anxiety ! It is not juſt I ſhould 


avail. myfelf of Circumſtances to offer you to ſhare 


my indifferent Lot; but whatever Refuge you may 
chuſe, 'Ffwear upon my Honour — oO 
Roſina, If, Sir, T had not intended the Gift of my 


Hand to follow immediately that of my Heart, you 


bad not now had Admiffion here; I hope Neceffity 
will plead with you my Excuſe for this improper 
Count. And can you, Reina, be the Companion 
of a Wretch, withbut Friends, Family, or Fortune? 
Neoſina. What's Family, or Fortune! A Game of 
Chance, advantages the moſt unworthy may enjoy, an 
the moſt ' virtuous want, -con'd you convince me that 
your Heart is pure, fincere, , and. your "Intentions 


honourable——— 


1 3 I ry 3 an N . 8 8 > 8 » ks 
Count thrawing himſelf at ber Peet. Ah, Raſina / by 


all that's ſacred I adore you! ©) 
 Refma with'Diſdain. Stop Wretch,'you dare pro- 
fane—you adore me; away l. this Inſtant does your 
power end; I waited for that Word to hate you, 
but ere I leave you to the Stings of your Conſcience 


ever attendant on a treacherous Breaſt. . ceps. } know 


that I loved you, that all my hopes of Happineſs were 
formed in Schemes of ſharing with thee thy Poverty 
and Want yes, Lindor, with Regret I would haye 


quitted all to follow thee; but the ungenerous Uſe 


to 


love me! 


| to which you put. each Palin of my Favour, wo 


the Baſeneſs of your Employer Count Almavivg, to 


whom you meant to ſell me, have thrown into my 
Hands this Teſtimony of 280 Folly—You know * 
Letter. 

Count haſtily. Which your Guardian gave—— 

- Roſina gravely: I owe him that Obligation. 

Count. Ye Gads, how fortunate! he received it from 
me—Y eſterday when I found myſelf in the greateſt 
Perplexity how to obtain the Sight. of yo, I had no 
Means left but to make a Sacrifice of the Letter to 
gain his Confidence, and hag no Opportunity to in- 
form you. of it N ane does Raft ina really 


1 CY * 


Figaro. Well, | my] Lord, you fought a Giflmereſed 
Love, and —— E442 6 4 * 1 R 10 


Riſa, My Lord l. What does he fay 77 


Count throws off his Cloak and ſhows a 70” IR | 
Dreſs. Moſt beloved of Women, I will no longer 


impoſe upon. you ; the happy Man you ſee at your 

Feet is not Ta but the Count Almaviva, who 

long has Jought'an e to) tell nh his AE 

is Wholly e eee 8 
Roſina Falling i in the G 's ert | Ab! me 5 
Count affrighted. Figaro /! 


Figaro, Don't be alarm'd, my Lord, the 1 N 


Emotions of Joy are not dangerous See there ſhe 
comes to herſelf, by my Soul a gentle Self it is too. 


Roſina. Oh Linder “ "Oh, Sir, my Guilt o'ercomes : 


me, I had conſented. this” 2 Night u. to' marry my 
Guardian. 
Count. You, Refine # 


Roma. Oh think only on the ate which 
muſt have followed, to have paſs'd my Life in de- 


teſting you—Ah Linder / what greater Torment can 


be imagin'd | than that of Haring, when convinced w-e 


were ö . 
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Ribe 'Tis rok: 6050 . had ble 8 Sete, 
4 With Linder I had hop'd to ſharfe, 


Count. Am [ leſs lov'd becauſe more great? 
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To whom my trembling Vows I gave. 


1 Count. Bebeld bim gentle Maid in me, 
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His Share let Almaviva have, rale 
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| kn. And f 98 caſt th th y Rank ING 71 = = f 


For me the Glate of Pomp reſign? 
Count. Say, what is Grandeur's utmoſt- Pride, .- 157 1 
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The favour'd Nane Ne 1 dn. 
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; Rin Not ſo=the Love of ker e eye” 


SITES 4k now will glory to declare, 
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var 40h 4 . . Mot d Entrance to my Breaft, 1 * 


maviva governs n 


* 8 *. * * * * 


1 24 „ 5 v 
0 * * 5 „ -&8 ; "4 + »# 1 Y = | c , { 
7 4 $ %* 3. &$ ! + * A U 


* + 


A. ws abu 18 our Days Wal bea 


And thou my Love be all to me, 
And as old Time ſhall ſhake his "Ro 22 
Fach Sand ſhall bring freſh Reltaty: * 


* This Duet has been 14 the Tranſlation there” de- 
- none in the — | 


Figaro. 
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* Figure 4 but of the Windew. My Lord, our 
Retreat i is cut off, the Ladder 4 is Tee =>." 0 
bunt. Removed! ; 


Rofma. It is my Fault, 'tis the Doctor: you bY 


the fruit of wy Credulity, he deceivd me, I have 


3 all; s be knew you were to come this 
ight, and is gone to get Aſſiſtance. 
Figaro looks again. My Lord, they are opening the 
Door. 3 


Noſina in 4 Fright im into the Count * moo 


| Ah | Linder / 


(unt in a re olute tone of Pace: Certain of your 
Affection Roſina, I fear nothing; you ſhall be my 


Wife, and 1 will then moſt amply puniſh the wicked 
old Villain, wo- 


Neſana. No! no! have Pity on him my Rate is 
too, full of Joy to. admit either Hatred or 1 
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Enter Dow e p< a Lawn, | | 


Fig aro. Your Notary, my 111 

Ca, And our friend Bazile with him. 

Bazile. What do I feel  _ ane. 
gare. By what chance, my dear Friend — 
. Bazile. What Accident, Pale . 
| Notary. Are theſe the Parties 4 delire to be 
join'd by the holy Bonds of Matrimony 
Count. Yes, Sit, you were this N51 ig 9 haſh have 
compleated the Contra&t between Signora Ry na and 
me at Figaro's, but for Reaſons,” hich you mall 


know before we part, we. have preferr d this Houfe— 


have you the Contract: 
Notary. I then have the honour of en to his 0 


Ex 5 5 ency Count Almavioa—— 2 
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— as 
r 


— 

— K cc th _—— 

" — Þ — a 
—— — u — 


— 


a - - —— 
10 _ — 
* » 
. 5 2 — £ r 
3 ͤ „ — 


—— — 


— 


3 — — e eee 


ns 


* 


as — 


r 


P 


N 
8 "IF * 


— 
By 
— 9 —— — b : 
- SS 7 DO" * 8 EI. LS — : 24nd, — — 
2 * PPP TX ä 
Fo 


n 3 r 
2 | N88 
= 


— 
— jan — — — 
” * 
Ann > fag ren PE ha ry 
* * VA 8 8 3 7 
; — * 7 
4 * 


2 5 * — 
2 — — Der r. mY 


a 1 — „ Te” * 


* 


| Barthalo's with. Signora Roles, $90, perhaps. the 


Nth Favour to be a 


1 : gn directly 0 1h , 4 
to write your Name. 
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; Enter Baurnoko, the diate 1 Servants 


| 5 this Fellow. How came YOu, Sir, in 1 Houſe at 


5 ſuch an unſeaſonable Hour or 3 
LI By j 5 Eren, 
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Ne Barker of Sry k. 


 Bazile af hs If it was for this Takes he gave me 
the Maſter- key 3 9 
Netary. We muſt be 8 2 no Miſtakes, 
For | how? here; two Marriage Contracts this is 
yours with Signora Ro/ina, and this other is Docte 


Ladies are Siſters, who bear tie ſame Name. 
Count. Let us T0. ours, Den, Basile will do me 
Vitneſs. 
Baxile. But will your Excelleney——1 don't right 
ly underſtand. 
Count. My Friend Basile, you are amazed: at every 
T hing, and feel Difficulties, where there are none? 
- Bazile, My Lord, but if the Poctor 4 
Count throws him a Purſe. 7 Don't Lad the Fool, 


"+ 


gt tor warn JN 


Bazile,, Ah) Ah, _— 
Figaro. Where is the Skate You know how. 


Bazile, wejghing the Purſe in his Hand. Well, Pl 


ſay no more about it; but when once I have given my 
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F Bertholo,, tercerving, R e give her "Hand i the 
"Count, which: he hifſes. Roſe ma! Vaniidſt theſe Villains, 
op every Soul of them. [ e of ge Ld the 

55 lar] VI teure this Raſcal, © 

;. Notary.” L am your Norary, * 
Baxile. Are vou raving,? ?— t is your Notary, 
Barthols. Ah Don Baile! How came you, here ? 
Baxile. Nays, rather, how came you here? +. 


* Hleade, pointing to Figaro. Stay. a Moment; T know 


74. 
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=. .COMED Yer 60 


» 1 Figatos: .Unſeaſonable an Hour! ſure it is as nigh 
Morning a as Night ; beſides, I am one of the Agr 
adams of his Excellency the Count Avg. 

- Barthols..,Count Almaviua,!.... _. +. 8 13 
Alcade. I;beſe are no Robbers,” ese. 
Harthulo, To conclude Every where 9 — my 


= L have the Honour to be your very humble Ser- 


vant; but you muſt be ſenſible, on this Occafion, 

ſuperior, Rank is of no Effect: I therefore deſire ou. 

will get out of my Houſe immediately... 
Count. Yes, I muſt, confeſs my Rank has _ par- 


ticular Privilege in this Houſe; but the Preference 


vhich Raſina has juſt, now been fo Kind as 9 
for me before theſe Gentlemen | 
Bartbolo. What is that he ſays, yg Fe, I POS 
- Reſing. Nothing but, the Truth; Why are you ſo 


amaz d Was | not. this Nig ht to be l of a 


Deceiver? And ſo I am. 
Bazile. I think I was in the Right, Door, "Shea 
1 told you it was certainlyrthe Count himſelf... 
 Bartholo, What  avails all this ?—A Es” Mar- 
riage indeed, without Witneſſes. 


 Netary., The Marriage was celebrated in due Fe orm 


—T heſe Gentlemen were ſo kind as to aſſiſt. 


Burtholo. How - Banile, did you lien the Con- | 


tract ? 


Baxile. What con doin The Counts Pockets 5 
are full of irreſiſtable Arguments. 


Bartolo. I defy him and his Argument, rl aſſe ert 
my Authority as her Guardian. 

Count. Vou have loſt it by abuſing i it. | 

- Bartholo; Beſides, ſhe is under Age. 
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} \Figgro, The Lady has removed every. Gbit, by ; 


5 herſelf an unlimited Licence —= ; 
Barißolo. Who ſpoke to.thee, thou ſaucy Knave ?* 


>1Count., The "i is beautiful and noble, I am 


- young, rich, and of Quality; ſhe is my Wife, that's 
a Title which is no, Diſgrace to either, and v Which 1 
believe no one will diſpute with me. 
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The”. Barter M S VIII... 
arthole Nothing t wal | perfuade wwe to-give up my 
bunt. hs is no Wager in your Power: To the 


Protection of the Laws I confide her, and this Gen- 


tleman, [ points ig 1b Aud] who you brought here 
aue will certainly mn her againſt any Vio- 
ence you may offer.” pright Je gy by the 
Defender of the helpleſs we) opprefvd. i 

| Meade, His uſeleſs Oppoſition to his Wars pr 
per and ſuitable Marriage, ſhews plainly the Diflike 
he has to Jetting the Accounts of bis Guardianthip be 


key, no ge 


"Cole Oh! IF be cofſents tb my Wege, In 
remove any, F ears of that Kind, by Nag! him a Re- 
ceipt in fufl. 


© Figaro. Pray my. Lord; don't let the Hundred 
Piaſters 1 owe him flip your Memory. © by 


Barth?lo. What a Neſt of ere, bare 1 got my 


Head into! „e int 


Baile. What a Neſt of lips “ Oni, Doctor, 
ac you cannot have the Lady, her Money is worth 


| ſomething—You : are far from having loſt all. 


Burthol, Let me alone, Basil Leu think * 


thing | but Money.” 1 care little about the Fortune; 1 


will keep it : but L aſſure you tis not from inteeſted 
Views that I. determine- Ufers. - 

Haro, laughing.” A Ab! Al! ANI 'My' . 
are all of a Kidney. _ n 
Metury. But, Gude ieh 1 nne righ Funder⸗ 
ſtand Are there not two Ladies of the abe _— : 

Figaro. No, Sit, only one. 

Barthele, in Deſpair. I Gel away the Ladder "0 
me Marriage might be completed. Here; "alas! I 
have ruin'd myſelf by Want of Care. 0 wo; 77 

Figaro. Rather ot fees es Senſe, ' Doctor; but 
the Tah! is, when Love a nd Vouth combine to de- 
ctive an old Man, all his Efferts to > profent it" maß 
ant be cat'y Uſelets FOYER bag! ie gnrl 3 
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